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Albert, fleshy, sallow, blue chinned, breathing hard, sweat¬ 
ing a little, fitted an iron bar into sockets on either side of 
the wooden shutters he had just closed across the final wm- 
dow of the stable-block. Rolled shirt-sleeves, green baize 
apron, conferred a misleadingly businesslike appearance, 
instantly • dispelled by carpet-slippers of untold shabbiness 
which encased his large, chronically tender feet. All work 
except cooking abhorrent to him, he went through the re¬ 
quired movements with an air of weariness, almost of des¬ 
pair. In those days he must have been in his middle to late 
thirties. We were on good terms, although he possessed no 
special liking for children. Indeed, I was supposedly help¬ 
ing him lock up these outbuildings for the night, a task in 
principle all but completely accomplished, for some un¬ 
known reason, in late afternoon. Up to that moment, it is 
true, I had done no more than examine a coloured picture, 
fastened to the wall by four rusting drawing-pins, of Mr 
Lloyd George, fancifully conceived as extending from his 
' mouth an enormous scarlet tongue, on the liquescent sur¬ 
face of which a female domestic servant in cap and apron, 
laughing heartily as if she much enjoyed the contact, was 
portrayed vigorously moistening the gum of a Health In¬ 
surance stamp. I was still contemplating this lively image 
of stale-aided social service - which appeared in some 
. manner to liint at behaviour unseemly, even downright 
improper - when night, as if arbitrarily induced at that 
too early hour by Albert’s lethargic exertions, fell abruptly 
in the shuttered room, blurring, all at once the outlines of 
tire anonymous artist’s politick allegory. Albert witlidrew 
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. ponderously from the dusk now surrounding us. I followed 
him into the broad daylight of the yard^ where tall pine 
trees respired on the summer air a resinous^ somehow alien 
odour, gently disinfectant like the gardens of a .sanatorium 
in another country than England. 

“Don’t want any of .them Virgin Marys busting in and 
burning the place down,’ Albert said. 

Aw'^are of a faint sense of horror at the prospect of so 
monstrous a contingency - enigmatic, no less than unhal¬ 
lowed, in its heretical insistence on plurality - I asked 
explanation. ' 

‘Suffragettes.’ 

“But they won’t come here?’ 

‘Never know.’ 

“Do you think they wll?’ 

‘Can’t tell what those hussies-will do'next.’ ■' . 

I felt in agreement with Albert that the precaiiousness.of 
life w’as infinite. I pondered his.earlier phrase. It was' dis¬ 
concerting. Why had he called suffragettes ‘Virgin Mar)'s’? • 
Then I" remembered a fact that. might throw light on 

- obscurity. Xt lessons that morning — the subject classical 
mythology - Miss Orchard'had spoken of the manner in 

- which the Greeks, because they so greatly feared the Furies, 
had .named them' the .Eumenides ’the Kindly Ones - 
flattery, intended to appease their- terrible wrath. Albert’s 
fifflif-p. of speech was no doubt employed with a similar end 
in view towards suffragettes. He was by nature an appre¬ 
hensive man; fond, too, of speaking in riddles. I recalled 
Miss Orchard’s account of the Furies. They inflicted the 
vengeance of the gods by bringing in their train war, pesti- • 
lence, dissension on'earth; torturing, too, by the stings of 
conscience. That last characteristic alone, I could plainly 
see, made them sufficiently unwelcome guests.. So feared 
were they. Miss Orchard said, that no man mentioned tfieir , 
names,"nor fixed his eyes upon their temples.’that re¬ 
spect, at least, the Furies differed from the siiffragettes, 
whose malevolence was perpetually discussed*by peisons like 
Edith and Mrs Gullick, the.former of whom had even seen 
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suffragette processions on the march under their mauve- 
and-green banners. At the same time, the nature of suffra¬ 
gette aggression seemed to bear, in other respects, worthy 
comparison with that of the Furies, feminine, too, so far 
as could be judged, equally the precursors of fire and de¬ 
struction. Thought of them turned my mind to other no 
less awe-inspiring, in some ways even more fascinating, 
local terrors with which we might have to contend during 
the hours of darkness. 

‘Has BiUson seen the ghost again?’ 

Albert shook his head, giving the impression that the 
subject of spectres, generally speaking, appealed to him less 
than to myself. He occupied one of the two or three small 
rooms beyond the loose-boxes, where he slept far away from 
the rest of the household. The occasional intrusion of Bra- 
cey into i another of the stable rooms offered small support 
where ghosts were concerned. Bracey’s presence was inter¬ 
mittent, and, in any case, there was not enough fellow- 
feeling between the two of them to create a solid resistance 
to such visitations. It was, therefore, reasonable enough, 
since he inhabited such lonely quarters, for Albert to prefer 
no undue emphasis to be laid on the possibilities of super¬ 
natural appearance even in the house itself. To tell the 
truth, there was always sometliing a little frightening 
about the stable-block in daytime too. The wooden bare¬ 
ness Of^ its interior enjoyably reconstructed — in my Own 
unrestricted imagination - a log cabin or palisade, loop- 
holed and bullet-scarred, to be defended against Zulus or 
Red Indians. In such a place, after nightfall, the bravest 
give way to nameless dread of the occult world; more 
to be feared, indeed, than any crude physical onslaught 
from suffragettes, whose most far-fetched manifestations of 
.spile and perv’^ei-sity ^vould scarcely extend to an incendiary 
attack On tlie Stonehuist stables. 

The ‘glibsts’ of Stonehurst, on the otlier hand, were a 
recognized feature of the place, almost an amenity in mv 
eyes, soirJething far more real titan suffragettes. Bilf- 
son. the parlourmaid, had waked at an early hour only a 
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week or two before to find a white shape of immense 
height standing beside her bed, disappearing immediately 
before she had time to-come fully to her senses. That, in 
itself, might have been dismissed as a wholly imaginary 
experience, something calling for banter rather than sym¬ 
pathy or interest. Billson, however, confessed she had also 
on an earlier occasion found herself confronted vnth this or 
another very similar apparition, a spectre unfortunately 
reported in much the same terms by Billson’s immediate 
predecessor. In short, it looked very much as if the house 
’ was undeniably ‘haunted’. Maids were, in any case, dis¬ 
inclined to stay in so out-of-tlie-way a place as Stonehurst. 
Ghosts were likely to be no encouragement. Perhaps it was 
a coincidence that tun unusually ‘highly strung’ persons 
had followed each other in that particular maid’s bedroom; 
Neither Albert himself, nor Mercy, the housemaid, had at 
present been subjected to such an ordeal. On the other 
hand, my nurse, Edith (herself, before my own day, a house¬ 
maid) , had from time to time heard mysterious rappings in 
the .m'ghtmursery, noises which could not - as first sup¬ 
posed — be attributed to myself. What was more, my motlier 
adrhitted to a recurrent sense, sometimes even in the 
day, of an uncomfortable presence in her bedroom. At night, 
there, she had waked once or twice overwhelmed with an 
inexplicable feeling of doom and horror. I record these 
■tilings merely as a then-accepted situation. Such circum¬ 
stances might have been disregarded in a more rational¬ 
istic family; in one less metaphysically flexible, they could 
have caused agitation. In my own, they were received with¬ 
out scepticism, at the same time without undue trepida¬ 
tion. Any discussion on the subject took place usually behind 
closed doors, simply in order that the house should not 
acquh-e a reputation wliich might dry up entirely the 
sources of domestic staff. No effort was made to keep such 
talk from my own eai-s. My mother - together wath her 
sisters in their unmarried days - had always indulged a taste 
for invesdgation of tlic Unseen World, wliich even the 
threatened inconveniences of tlic Stonehurst ‘ghosts’ could 
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not entirely quench. My father, not equally on terms with 
such hidden forces, was at the same time no less imbued 
with belief. In short, the ‘ghosts’ were an integral, an es¬ 
sential part of the house; indeed, its salient featuie. 

All the same, hauntings were scarcely to be expected in 
tliis red-tiled bungalow, which was almost capacious, or 
so it seemed in those days, on account of its extreme, un¬ 
natural elongation. It had. been built only thirteen or four¬ 
teen years before - about 1900, in fact - by some retired 
soldier, anxious to preserve in his final seclusion tangible 
reminder of service in India, at the same time requiring 
nothing of architecture likely to hint too disturbingly of 
the exotic splendours of Eastern fable. Stonehurst, it was 
true, might be thought a trifle menacing in appearance^ 
even ill-omened, but not in the least exotic. Its configura¬ 
tion suggested a long, low Noah’s Ark, come uncomfort¬ 
ably to rest on a heather-grown, coniferous spur of Moimt 
Ararat; a Noah’s Ark, the opeifbd lid of which would re¬ 
veal myself, ray parents, Edith, Albert, Billson, Mercy, sev¬ 
eral dogs and cats, and, at certain seasons, Bracey ,and 
Mrs Gullick. 

‘Tell her to give over,’ said Albert, adverting to tfie Sub¬ 
ject of Billson and her ‘ghost’. ‘Too much cold pork and 
pickles. That’s all the matter. Got into trouble with the 
indigestion merchants, or off her nut, one or the other. 
She’ll find herself locked up with the loonies if she takes' 
on so.’ " ‘ ' 

‘Billson said she’d give notice if .lt happened'again.’ 

‘Give notice, I don’t think,’ 

‘Won’t she, then?’ 

‘Not while I’m here she won’t give notice. Don’t you 
believe it.’ 

. shook off one of his ancient bedroom-slippers, ad¬ 

justing the thick black woollen sock at the apex of the foot 
where, notx)ver-clean, the nail of a big toe protruded frorn 
a hole at the end. Albert was an oddity, an exceptional mem¬ 
ber of the.household, not only in himself and his office, 
but in relation to the whole character of my parents’ estab- 
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lishrncnt. He had started life as hall-boy — later promoted 
footman — in my mother’s home before her marriage. 
After my grandmother’s death - the dissolution, as it al¬ 
ways seemed in Albert’s reminiscence, of an epoch - he had 
drifted about from place to place, for the most part un¬ 
happily. Sometimes he quarrelled wth the butler; some¬ 
times his employers made too heavy demands on his time; 
sometimes worst of all, the cook, or one of the maids, fell 
in Jove with him. Love, of course, in such cases, meant 
marriage. Albert was not, I think, at all interested in love 
affairs of an irregular kind; nor, for that matter, did he in 
the least wish to take a wife. On that subject, he felt him¬ 
self chronically persecuted by women, especially by the 
most determined of his tonnentors (given to writing him 
long, threatening letters), whom he used to call ‘the girl 
from Bristol’. This preoccupation with the molestations of 
the opposite sex probably explained his fears that evening 
of suffragette attack. 

In the end, 'after moving from London to the country, 
from the country back to London, up to Cumberland,' 
down to Cardigan, Albert had written to my rhother - 
habitually in touch with almost everyone who had ever 
worked for her - suggesting that, as she was soon to lose'a 
cook, he himself should exchange to that profession, which 
had always appealed to him, the art of cooking running in 
Iris blood through both parents. He was, indeed, known, 
even in his days as footman, for proficiency in cooking, 
which had come to him almost by the light of nature. His 
offer was, therefore, at once accepted, though not without 
a few privately expressed reservations as to the possibility 
of Albert’s turning out a ‘handful’. ‘Handful’^ to some 
extent he was. Certainly his cooking.was no disappoint¬ 
ment. That was soon clear. The question why he should 
prefer employment with a family who lived-.on so unpre¬ 
tentious a scale, when he might have found little or no 
difficulty in.obtaining a situation as chef ih much grander 
circumstances, with more money and greater prestige, is 
not easily resolved. Lack of enterprise, physical indolence. 
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liking for the routine of a small domestic community, all 
no doubt played a part; as also, perhaps, did tire residue 
from a long-forgotten past, some feudal secretion, dormant, 
yet never entirely defunct within his bones, which predis¬ 
posed him towards a family with whom he had been asso¬ 
ciated in his early days of service. That might have been. 
At the same time, such sentiments, even if they existed, were 
certainly not to be romantically exaggerated. Albert had 
few, if any, illusions. For example, he was not at all keen 
on Stonehurst as a place of residence. The house was little 
to his taste. He often said so. In this opinion there was no 
r^olent dissent from other quarters. Indeed, all concerned 
agreed in thinking it-just as well we should not have to 
live at Stonehurst for ever, the bungalow being rented 
furnished’ on a short renewable lease, while my father’s 
battalion was -stationed in the Aldershot Command. 

The property stood in country partaking in general fea¬ 
ture of the surroundings of that uniquely detestable town, 
although wilder, more deserted, than its own immediate 
outskirts. The house, built at the summit of a steep^ hill, 
was reached by a stony road — the uneven, treacherous 
surface of pebbles probably accounting for the name — 
w-hich tui;ned at a right-angle halfway up the slope, run¬ 
ning between a waste of gorse and bracken, from out of 
which emerged an occasional ivy-strangled holly tree or 
wthered fir: landscape of seemingly purposeful irresponsi- 
bility, intentional rejection of all scenic design. In winter, 
torrents of water gushed over the pebbles and down the 
ruts of this slippery route (perilous to those who, like Gen¬ 
eral- Conyers, attempted the jotimey in the cars of those 
<^ys) which continued for two or three hundred yards at 
the top of the Kill, passing the Stonehurst gate. The road 
tien bifurcated, aiming in one direction towards a few 
barely visible-roofs, clustered together on the distant hori¬ 
zon; in the other, entering a small p' 
where Gullick, the Stonehurst g: 
described once by Edith in my 
as ‘bom out of wedlock’), lived in 


antation of pine trees, 
rdener (fascinatingly 
unobserved presence 
his cottage with Mrs 
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Gullick. PIcre, the way dwindled to a track, then became 
a mere footpath, leading across a vast expanse of heather, 
its greyish, piniash tones stained all the year round with 
great gamboge patches of furze: country taking fire easily 
in hot summers. 

The^ final limits of the Stonehurst estate, an extensive 
wired-in tract of desert given over to the devastations of a 
vast brood of much interbred chickens, bordered the heath, 
which stretched away into the dim distance, the heather 
rippling in v/a.vcs like an inland sea overgrown with -weed. 
Between the chickens and the house lay about ten acres of 
garden, flower beds, woodland, a couple of tennis courts. 
The bungalow itself was set away from the road among 
tall pines. Behind it, below a bank of laurel and Irish 
yew'S, espaliered roses sloped towards a kitchen-garden,' 
where Gullick, as if gloomily contemplating the accident 
of Ids birth, was usually to be foimd pottering among the 
vegetables, foretelling a bad season for whichever crop he 
stood among. Beyond the white-currant bushes, wild coun¬ 
try began again, separated from Stonehurst civilization by 
only a low embankment of turf. This was the frontier of a 
region more than a little captivating - like the stables - 
on’ account of its promise of adventure. Dark, brooding 
plantations of trees; steep, sandy slopes; soft, velvet ex¬ 
panses of green moss, across which rabbits and weasels 
incessantly hurried on their urgent business: a terrain 
created for the eternal campaign ofw'arringarmies,whoseun- 
ceasing operations justified recognition of Alberf s sleeping- 
quarters as the outworks of a barbican, or stockade, to 
be kept in a permanent state of defence. Here, among these 
woods and clearings, sand and fern, silence and the smell of 
pine brought a kind of release to the heart, together "with a 
deep-down wish for something, something more than bat¬ 
tles, perhaps not battles at all; something realized,' even • 
then, as nebulous, bhssful, all but unattainable.: a feeling of 
uneasiness, profound and oppressive, yet oddly pleasina- 
ble at times, at other times so painful as to be almost im¬ 
possible to bear. 
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:'!nd Mj-. C'tisy<‘i' 
‘It v.:i‘ ViV' tolcj y>iii th-;?/ r 

'it'll r'"'/'. ■ 


iirr s (/luii’.i; 

:S 3(1 

!)' tl'il fnr thmi?' 


I inid. 


‘V<ni k-t; 

’Som-tliint; my 5|:-'Ttal?' 

‘A 1 

AVJU thiy Ukr it?’ 

‘Cotirii thry \v5H.’ 

‘Wh:*,; did C'-tner-'* fatli{*r<lr) Ujytni?’ 

‘1 told \c.iid 
'Trll me rig;dn.‘ 

‘AH yiKxr- min. wht n I wm tilth tlie Alfrird*..’ 

‘When vnu hei!)"(l him on with ini' oecfcoat ~ 

f I 

‘Put a mons'.- <iov.'n the sieeve.’ 

‘A iral one?" 

‘CoiuK- not — rlorkv.'orJ;.’ 

‘What did yni do?' 

‘Let out a seli.’ 

‘Did they ali la.igh?’ 

‘Not half, they did.’ 

‘Why did he doit?- 

‘Used to tell me. joking like, “Fve got a grudge against 
yxm, Albert, you don’t treat me right, always telling me her 
Ladyship’s not at liome when I want most to see her. I’m 
going to pay yon out” - so that’.s what lie did one day.’ 
‘Perhaps General Conyers will play a trick on Braccy.’ 
‘Not him.’ 

‘Why not?’ 

‘Wasn’t General Conyens put the mouse down the sleeve, 
it were Lord Vowchurch. No one's going to do a thing like 
that to Bracey - let alone General Conyers.’ 

‘When docs Bracey come back from leave?’ 
‘Day-after-tomormw.’ 

‘Where did he go?’ 

‘Luton.’ , 

‘What did he do there?’ 

‘Stay with his sister-in-law.’ 

‘Bracey said he was glad to get back after his last leave.’ 


15 



Won t be this tinie if the Captsin has something' to say 
to him about that second-best full-dress tunic put away in 
the wTong place.’ 

Bracey was the soldier-servant, a man unparalleled in 
smartness of tum-out. His appearance suggested a fox- 
, terrier, a clockwork fox-terrier perhaps (like Lord Vow- 
church’s clockwork mouse), since there was much of the 
automaton about him, especially when he arrived on a 
bicycle. Sometimes, as I have said, he was quartered in the 
stables -with Albert. Bracey and Albert were not on the best 
of terms. That was only to be expected. Indeed, it was a 
‘miracle’ - so I had heard my parents agree - that the 
two of them collaborated even so well as iBey did, ‘which 
wasn’t saying much’. Antagonism- between soldier-sen^ant 
and other males of the establishment was, of course, tra¬ 
ditional. In the case of female members of the staff, as¬ 
sociation might, still worse, become amorous. Indeed, this 
last situation existed to some extent at Stonehurst, where 
the endemic difScuIties of a remote location were increased ’ 
by the burden of Brace/s temperament, moody as Al¬ 
bert’s, though in an utterly different manner. 

Looking back, I take Bracey to have been younger than 
Albert, although, at Stonehurst, a large moustache and 
face shiny with frenzied scrubbing and shaving made Bra¬ 
cey seem the more,time-worn. Unmarried, he was one of 
those old-fashioned regular soldiers with litte or no educa¬ 
tion — scarcely able to read or write, and on that account 
debarred from promotion — whose years of spotless tum- 
out and absolute reliability in minor matters had won him 
a certain status, indeed, Avide indulgence where his ovn 
idiosyncrasies were concerned. These idiosyncrasies could 
be fairly troublesome at times, Bracey was the'victim of 
melancholia. No one seemed to know the precise origin of 
this affliction: some early emotional mishap: heredity; self- 
love allowed to get out of hand - any of these could have 
caused his condition. He came of a large family, greatly 
dispersed, most of them earning a respectable living; al¬ 
though I once heard Edith and Billson muttering together 
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about a sister of Bracey’s said to have been found drowned 
in the Thames estuaiy. One brother was a bricklayer in 
Cardiff; another, a cabman in Liveipool. Bracey liked nei¬ 
ther of these brothers. He told me that himself. He greatly 
preferred the sister-in-law at Luton, who was, I think, a 
widow. That was why he spent his leave there. 

Bracey’s periodic vexation of spirit took the form of his 
funny days’. Sometimes he. would have a ‘fimny day’ when 
on duty in the house. These always caused dismay. A ‘funny 
day’ in barracks, however trying to his comrades, could not 
have been equally provoking in that less intimate, more 
spacious accommodation. Perhaps Bracey had decided 
to become an officer’s servant in order that his ‘funny 
days^ should enjoy their full force. On one of these occa¬ 
sions at Stonehurst, he would sit on a kitchen-chair, facing 
the wall, peaking to no one, motionless as a man fallen 
•into a state of catalepsy. This would take place, of course, 
only after he had cornpleted all work deputed to him, since 
he was by nature unyieldingly industrious. The burden 
of his melancholy was visited on his colleagues, rather than 
my parents, who had to put up with no more than a general 
air of incurable glumness diffused about the house, concen¬ 
trated only whenever Bracey himself was addressed by one 
or other of them. My father would sometimes rebel against 
this aggressive, even contagious, depression - to which he 
was himself no stranger, — and Aen there would be a row. 
That was rare. In the kitchen, on the other hand, they had 
to bear with Bracey. On such occasions, when mealtimes 
approached, Bracey would be asked, usually by Billson, if 
he \yanted anything to eat. There would be silence. Bracey 
would not turn his head. 

Albert has .made an Irish stew,’ Billson — as reported 
by Edith — might say. ‘It’s a nice stew. Won’t you have a 
taste. Private Bracey?’ 

At first Bracey would not ans\ver. Billson might then re¬ 
peat the question, together with an inquiry as to whether 
Bracey would accept a helping of tire stew, or whatever 
other dish %vas available, from her own hand. This ritual 






contaminated with nervous strain. In the end, he was 
always forgiven. After^^'ards, for several weeks, every ob¬ 
ject upon which a lustre could possibly be imposed that 
fell into Bracey’s hands would be burnished brighter than 
ever before, reduced almost to nothingness by energetic 
scouring. 

‘Gk)od old Bracey,’ my father would say. ‘He has his 
faults, of course, but he does know the meaning of elbow- 
grease.^ I’ve never met a man who could make top-boots 
shine like Bracey. They positively glitter.’ 

‘I'm sure he would do anything for you^ my mother 
would say. 

She held her own, never voiced, less enthusiastic, views 
on Bracey. 

‘He worships you,’ she would add. 

‘Oh, nonsense.’ 

. ‘He does.’ 

‘Of course not.’ 

‘I say he does.’ 

• ‘Don’t be silly.’ 

This apparently contrary opinion of - my father’s — the 
sequence of the sentences never varied — conveyed no 
strong sense of disagreement with the opinion my mother 
had expressed. Indeed, she probably put the case pretty 
justly. Bracey certainly had a high regard for my father. 
Verbal description of everything, however, must remain in¬ 
finitely distant from the thing itself, overstatement and un¬ 
derstatement sometimes hitting off the truth better than a 
flat assertion of bare fact. Bearing in mind, therefore, the 
all but hopeless task of attempting to express accurately 
the devious involutions of human character and emotions, 
you might equally have said with some authenticity that 
. Billson was loved by Bracey, while Billson herself loved 
^bert. Albert, for liis part, possessed that touch of narciss- 
found in some artists whatever their medium - for 
Albert -was -certainly an artist in cooking - and apparently 
m’-ed no one but himself. To make tliese clumsy statements 
about an immensely tenuous complex of relationsliips 
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witliout hedging them in with evety }:ind of limitation of 
meaning would be to give a very wrong impression of the 
kitchen at Stonehurst. At the same time, the situation must 
basically have resolved itself to something ver>' like these 
uncompromising terms; a triangular connexion which, by 
its 0'i\'n awful, eternal infelicity, could almost be regarded 
by those most concerned as absolutely in the nature of 
things. Its implications confirmed, so to speak, their worst 
fears, the individual inner repinings of those three, Billson, 
Bracey and Albert: Albert believing, with some excuse, that 
‘the women were after him again’; Bracey, in his own un¬ 
requited affections, finding excuse for additional ‘funny 
days’; Billson,- in Alberfs indifference and Bracey’s aspira¬ 
tions, establishing corroboration of her burm'ng, her un¬ 
dying, contempt for men and their lamentable goings-on. 

‘Just like a man,’ Billson used to say, in her simile for 
human behaviour at its lowest, most despicable. 

■ In spite of her rapid accumulation of experience, both ■ 
emotional and supernatural, while living at Stonehurst, 
Billson had not been with us long, two or three months 
perhaps. Like Albert, she must have been in her late thir¬ 
ties, though my mother used to say Billson looked ‘very 
young for her age’. Like Bracey, Billson, too, came of a 
large family, to whom, unlike Bracey, she was devoted. She 
talked without end about her relations, who lived, most of 
them, in Suffolk. Billson was fond of telling Edith tliat her 
people ‘thought a lot of themselves’. Fair, not bad-looking, 
there was something ageless about Billson. Even as a 
child, I was aware of that. She had been,employed at a 
number of ‘good’ houses in London: the only rehspn, so 
Albert used to imply, why he was himself so indulgent o'f 
her vagaries. A ‘disappointment’ - said to have" been a 
butler - was known to have upset her in early life, made 
her ‘nervy’, too much inclined.to worry about her health. 
One of the many doctors consulted at one time or another 
had advised a ‘situation’ in the country, where, so the phy¬ 
sician told her, she would be less subject to periodical 
attacks of nausea, feelings of faintness. London air, Billson 
often used to complain, did not suit her. This condidon 
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of poorish health, especially her ‘nerves’, explained Bill- 
son’s presence at Stonehurst, where maids of her experi¬ 
ence were hard to acquire. 

Behind her back (with reference to the supposed pover¬ 
ty of intellectual resource to be found in the county of 
her origin), Albeit used to call Billson ‘Silly Suffolk’ and 
complain of her clumsiness, wliich was certainly notable. 
To her face, he was more respectful, not, I think, from 
chivalrous feelings, but because he feared too much badi¬ 
nage on his own part might be turned against himself, 
offering Billson indirect means of increasing their intimacy. 
Billson, in spite - perhaps because - of her often expressed 
disdain for men (even with Albert her love took a dis¬ 
tinctly derisive shape), rated high her own capacity for 
raising desire in them. She would never, for example, 
mount a step-ladder (for some such purpose as to re-hang 
the drawing-room curtains) if my father, Albert or Bracey 
happened to be in the room. She always took care to ex¬ 
plain afterwards that modesty - risk of exposing to a male 
eye even a minute area of female leg — was her reason 
for avoiding this physical elevation. I never leamt the 
precise form taken by her ‘chasing after’ Albert, about 
which even Edith — on the whole pretty discreet — was 
at times prepared to joke, nor, for that matter, the method 
- equally accepted by Edith - by which Bracey courted 
Billson. Bracey, it is true, would sometimes offer to clean the 
silver for heir, a job he certainly performed better than she 
did. It was also true that Billson would sometimes tease Al- 
by'subjecting him to her invariable, her all-embracing 
pessiniilm. She could also, of course, show pessimism about 
Bracey’^ affairs, but in a far less interested tone. 

‘Pity it’s going to rain now your afternoon off’s come 
round, Albert,’ she would say. ‘Not that you can want to 
go into Aldershot much after losing the money on that 
horse...Why, you must be stony broke. If you’re not quick 
you’ll miss the carrier again.’ 

To Bracey she would be more formal. 

I expect you’ll have to go on one of those route-marches, 
«ivate Bracey, now the hot weather’s come on.’ 
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Mercy herself played little or no part in the complex of 
personalities v/ho inhabited the Stonehurst Mtchen - no 
emotional part, at least. Certainly A'lercy herself had no 
esire to do^ so. She was a quite young girl from one of 
^7 neighbourhood, found for my mother by 

Mrs Gulhck. Together with her parents, Mercy belonged to 
a oca religious sect, so small that it embraced only about 
twenty individuals, all related to one another. 

„ ^ believe anyone else is going to Heaven,’ 

Edith said of this communion. 

‘No one at all?’ 

‘Not a single soul.’ 

‘Why not?’ 

‘They say they’re the only ones saved.’ 

‘Why?’ 

‘Call themselves the Elect.’ 

‘They aren’t the only people going to Heaven.’ 

T should just about think not.’ 

‘They are silly to say that.’ 

‘Silly, no error.’ 

Billson went still further than Edith on the same theo¬ 
logical issue. 

‘That girl won’t be saved herself,’ she said. ‘Not if she 
goes about repeating such things of her neighbours. God 
won’t want her.’ 

The positivist character of Mercy’s religious beliefs more 
especially in relation to the categorical damnation of the 
rest of mankind, was expressed outwardly in a taciturn de¬ 
meanour, defined by Edith as ‘downright disobliging’, her 
creed no doubt discouraging frivolous graces of manner. 

In personal appearance, she was equally severe, alm'ost de- ' 
h'bcrately unprepossessing. 

'’Her face will never be her fortune,’ Albert once le- 
marked, when Mercy had left the kitchen in a huif after 
some difference about washing up. ' 

Even Bracey, with all his unvoiced disapproval of Albert 
was forced to laugh at the w'it, the aptness of this Observa¬ 
tion. Bracey was, in any case, cheerful enough between his 
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‘funny days’. If his spirits, at the lowest, were very low 
indeed, they also rose, at other moments, to heights never 
attained by Albert’s. On such occasions, when he felt all 
comparatively ^vell with the world, Bracey would softly hum 
under his breath: 

‘Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday, 

May be merry and bright. 

But I’m going to be married on Sunday; 

Oh, I wish it was Sunday night.’ 

Earlier in the year, during one of these bursts of cheer- 
' fulness, Bracey had offered to take me to see a football 
match. This was an unexpected, a highly acceptable invi¬ 
tation. It always seemed to me a matter of complaint that, 
although my father was a soldier, we saw at Stonehurst, 
m practice, little or nothing of the army, that is to say, the 
army as such. We lived on this distant hilltop, miles away 
from the daily activities of troops, who were to be sighted 
only very occasionally on some local exercise to which 
summer manoeuvres had'fortunately brought them. Even 
so much as the solitary outline of a Military Policeman was 
’ mre, jogging his horse across the heather, a heavy brush¬ 
stroke of dark blue, surmounted by a tiny blob of crimson, 
moving in the sun through a Vuillard landscape of pinkish 
greys streaked with yellow and silver. I had mentioned to 
Bracey the sight of one of these lonely riders. He showed ' 
no warmth. 

‘Them Redcaps ain’t loved all that.’ 

■ . ‘Aren’t they?’ , . ' 

' .‘Not likely.’ 

‘What do they do?’ 

. ‘ ^ bloke in soon as look at Inm.’ 

. ’ ‘■\ybat for?’ 

’^^hey’ll find somethink.’- 

^What happens to him?’ 

■ ‘Does a spell of clink.’ 

‘What’s that?’ 



Bilison would upset Albert fairly regularly every few 
we(iks by her feaiful forebodings of ill. Once, when she saw 
tile local constable plodding up the drive, she had rushed 
into the kitchen in a state of uncontrolled agitation. 

‘Albert!' she had cried, ‘what have )'ou done? There’s a 
policeman coming to the door.’ 

Albert, as I have said, was easily frightened himself. On 
this occasion, so Edith reported, he ‘went as white as a 
sheet. It was a relief to everyone when the subject of in¬ 
quiry turned out to be nothing worse than a dog-licence. 
I did not, of course, know all these things at the time, cer¬ 
tainly not the relative strength of the emotions imprisoned 
under the surface of passing events at Stonehurst. Even 
now, much remains conjectural. Edith and I, naturally, 
enjoyed a rather separate existence, segregated within the 
confines of night- and day-nursery. There "was also, to take 
up one’s time. Miss Orchard, who - teaching all children 
of the neighbourhood - visited the house regularly. Edith, 
reasonably enough, felt tlie boundaries of her ovn domain 
were not to be too far exceeded b) intrusion on my part 
into kitchen routine; while Miss Orchard's ‘lessons’ oc¬ 
cupied important expanses of the day. All the same, I did 
not propose to allow myself to be excluded utterly from a 
society in which life w’as lived with such intensity. Edith 
used to suffer from terrible ‘sick headaches’ every three or 
four weeks (not unlike Billson’s bouts of nausea), and from 
what she herself called ‘small aches and pains few people 
die of’, so that, with Edith laid low in this manner, my 
parents a^vay from home. Miss Orchard teaching else^vhere, 
the veil -would be lifted for a short space from many things 
usually hidden. As a child you are in some ways more acu- 
tel)' aware of what people feel about one another than you 
are when childhood has come to an end. 

For that reason, I always suspected that Billson would — 
to use her favourite phrase — ‘get her owm back’ on Albert 
for calling her ‘Silly Suffolk’, even though I was at the 
same time unaware, of course, that her aggressiveness had 
its roots in love. Indeed, so far was I from guessing the true 
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situation that, with some idea of arranging tlie world, as 
then known to me, in a neat pattern, I once suggested to 
Billson that she should , marry Bracey. She laughed so 
heartily (like the maid damping the Insurance stamp on 
Mr Lloyd George’s tongue) at this certainly very presump¬ 
tuous suggestion, while assuring me with such absolute 
candour of her own determination to remain for ever sin¬ 
gle, that — not for the last time witliin similar terms of re¬ 
ference - I was completely taken in. 

‘Anyway,’ said Billson, ‘I wouldn’t have a soldier. None 
of my family would ever look at a soldier. Why, they’d 
diso\sTi me.’ I 

This absolute disallowance of the profession of aims as 
the calling of a potential husband could not have been more 
explicitly expressed. Indeed, Billson’s words on that oc¬ 
casion gave substantial grounds for the defiant shape taken 
by Bracey’s bouts of gloom. There was good reason to 
feel depression if this was what women felt about his situa¬ 
tion, A parallel prejudice against even military compa¬ 
nionship, much less marriage, was shared by Edith. 

‘Nice girls don’t walk out with soldiers,’ she said. 

‘Why not?’ 

‘They don’t.’ 

‘Who says not?’ 

. Everybody says not.’ 

‘But why not?’ 

Wsk anybody.’ 

Not even the Life Guards?’ 

‘No.’ 

- Nor the Blues?’ • 

Tonamies are all the same.’ 

That seemed to settle matters finally so far as Bracey was 
concerned. There appeared to be no hope. There was Mer- 
housemaid, .but even, my own reckless projects for 
ai^usting everyone else’s personal affairs according to my 
whim did not include such a fate for Bracey. I could see 
, not a rational proposition. In fact, it was out of 

c question. There were several reasons. In the first place. 
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Mercy herself played little or no part in the complex of 
personalities who inhabited the Stonehurst kitchen - no 
emotional part, at least. Certainly Mercy.herself had no 
desire to do so. She was a quite young girl from one of 
the villages in the neighbourhood, found for my mother by 
Mrs Gullick. Together with her parents, Mercy belonged to 
a local religious sect, so small that it embraced only about 
twenty individuals, all related to one another. 

‘They don’t believe anyone else is going to Heaven,’ 
Edith said of this communion. 

‘No one at all?’ 

‘Not a single soul.’ 

‘Why not?’ 

‘They say they’re the only ones saved.’ 

‘Why?’ 

‘Call themselves the Elect.’ 

‘They aren’t the only people going to Heaven.’ 

‘I should just about think not.’ 

‘They are silly to say that.’ 

‘Silly, no error.’ 

Billson went still further than Edith on the same theo¬ 
logical issue. 

"That girl won’t be saved herself,’ she said. ‘Not if she 
goes about repeating such things of her neighbours. God 
won’t want her.’ 

The positivist character of Mercy’s religious beliefs, more 
especially in relation to the categorical damnation of the 
rest of mankind, was expressed outwardly in a taciturn de¬ 
meanour, defined by Edith as ‘downright disobliging’, her 
creed no doubt discouraging frivolous graces of manner. 

In personal appearance, she was equally severe, almost de¬ 
liberately unprepossessing. 

‘Her face will never be her fortune,’ Albert once re¬ 
marked, when Mercy had left the kitchen in a hufi'.Wter 
some difference about washing up. 

E\'cn Bracey, with all his unvoiced disapproval of Albert, 
was forced to laugh at die wit, the aptness of this observa¬ 
tion. Bracey was, in any case, cheerful enough between his 
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funny clays'. If his s])irits. at the lowest, were ven’ low 
indeed, they also rose, ;it other moments, to lieights never 
attained by .Albert’s. On such occasions, when he felt all 
comparatively well with the world, Braccy would softly hum 
under his breath: '' 

Klonday, Tuesday, 'Wednesday, Thursday, 

May be merry and bright. 

But I'm going to be married on Sunday; 

Oh, I Avish it was Sunday night.’ 

Earlier in the year, during one of these bui'sts of cheer- 
ulncss, Bracey’ had offered to take me to see a football 
rnatch. This \vas an unexpected, a highly acceptable invi¬ 
tation. It alway's seemed to me a matter of complaint that, 
a tliough my^ father was a soldier, we saw at Stonehurst, 
in practice, little or nothing of the anny^, that is to say, the 
army as such. We lived on this distant hilltop, miles away 
rom tire daily activities of troops, who were to be sighted 
only very occasionally on some local exercise to. which 
summer manoeuvres had fortunately brought them. Even 
so much as the solitary outline of a Militaiy Policeman was 
rare jogging his horse across the heather, a heavy brush¬ 
stroke of dark blue, surmounted by a tiny blob of crimson, 
moving in the sun through a "Vuillard landscape of pinkish 
greys streaked with yellow and silver. I had mentioned to 

racey the sight of one of these lonely riders. He showed 
uo warmth. 

Them Redcaps ain’t loved all that.’ 

Aren’t they?’ ■ 

■■ ‘Not likely.’ 

IVhat do they do?’ 

■ ^ bloke in soon as look at him.’ 

for?’ 

‘w fiud somethink.’- ' 
happens to him?’ 

Does a spell of clink,’ 

What’s that?’ 
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‘Put behind bars.’ 

‘But they let-him out sometime?’ 

■ ‘Twenty-eight days, might be, if he’s lucky.’ 

‘In prison?’ 

‘Some blokes want to get even when they comes out.’ 

‘How?’ 

‘Waits behind a hedge on a dark night.’ 

‘And then 

‘Takes the Redcap unawares like. Makes an ambush 
like. Give him a hiding.’ 

I accepted this picture of relaxed discipline in the spirit 
offered by Bracey, that is to say, without expression of 
praise or blame. Clearly he had described one of those 
aspects of army life kept, generally speaking, in the back¬ 
ground, a \vorld of violent action from which Stonehurst 
seemed for ever excluded. 

Nor was our separation from the army only geographical. 
Military contacts were further lessened by my mother’s 
distaste - her morbid horror, almost — of officers’ waves 
who were ‘regimental’ — ladies who speculated on the 
Battalion’s chances of wanning the Gup, or discussed with 
..too exact knowledge the domestic crises in the h'fe of Mrs 
Colour-Sergeant Jones. My mother did not, in fact, enjoy 
any form of ‘going out’, military or civilian. Before mar¬ 
riage, she had been keen enough on parties and balls, but, 
my father having little or no taste for such amusements, 
she forgot about them herself, tlien developed greater dis- 
hke than his own. Even in those distant days my parents 
had begun to live a life entirely enclosed by their ov/n 
domestic interests. There w’as a certain amount of routine 
‘calh'ng’, of course; subalterns came to tennis-parties; • 
children to nurser}'-tea. 

Bracey’s in\atation to the football match was therefore 
welcome, not so much because I was gready interested in 
football but more on account of the closer contact the 
jaunt offered with army life. Pennission was asked for the 
projected e.xcursion. It was accorded by authoiity. Bracey 
and J set off together in a dog-cart, Bracey wearing blue 
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walking-out dress, witli slight screws of wax at each end of 
his moustache, a small vanity affected by him on important 
occasions. I had hoped he would be armed with a bayonef, 
but was disappointed. It seemed just worthwhile asking if 
he had merely forgotten it. 

‘Only sergeants carries sidearms, walking out.’ 

‘Why?’ 

‘Regulation.’ 

‘Don’t you ever?’ 

‘On parade.’ 

‘Never else?’ 

‘Reckon we will when the Germans come.’ 

The humorous possibilities of a Geimian invasion I had 
often heard adumbrated. Sometimes my father — in spite 
of my mother’s extreme dislike of the subject, even in jest 

- would refer to this ludicrous, if at the sanae time rather 
sinister — certainly grossly insulting — incursion as some¬ 
thing inevitable in the future, like a visit to the dentist or 
ultimately going to school. 

‘You’ll carry a bayonet always if the Germans come?’ 

‘You bet.’ 

‘You’ll need it.’ 

‘Bayonet’s a man’s best friend in time of war,’ said Bracey. ■ 

‘And a rifle?’ 

- ‘And- a rifle,’ Bracey conceded. ‘Rifle and bayonet’s a 
man’s best friend when he goes to battle.’ 

thought a lot about that remark afterwards. Clearly 
Its' implications raised important moral issues, if not, in¬ 
deed, conflicting, judgements. I used to ponder, for exam¬ 
ple, what appeared to be its basic scepticism, so different 
from the supreme confidence in the claims of heroic com¬ 
panionship put forward in all the adventure stories one 
read. (Thirty years later, Sunny Farebrother — in contrast 
with Bracey — told me that, even though he cared little 
for most books, he sometimes re-read For Name and Fame; 
or Through Khyber Passes, simply because Henty’s nar¬ 
rative recalled to him so vividly the comradeship he had 
himself always enjoyed under arms.) Bracey shared none of 
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the uplifting sentiments of the adventure stories. That was 
plain. Even within my own then strictly limited experience, 
I could see, unwillingly, that there might be something to 
be said for Bracey’s point of view. All the same, I knew 
Bracey had himself seen no active service. His opinion on 
such subjects must be purely theoretical. In short, the door 
was not irretrievably closed on the romantic approach. I 
felt glad of that. During the rest of our journey to the Bar¬ 
racks, however, Bracey did not enlarge further upon the 
theme of weapons versus friendship." 

We had a brief conversation at the gate wth the Order¬ 
ly Corporal, stabled the pony, set off across the parade- 
ground. The asphalt square was deserted except for three 
figures pacing its far side, moving briskly and close together, 
as if attempting to keep warm in the sharp weather of early 
spring. This trio marched up and down continually, al¬ 
ways turning about at the same point in their beat. The 
two outside soldiers wore equipment; the central file was 
beltless, his right hand done up in a white bandage. 

‘Who are they?’ 

‘Prisoner and escort.’ 

‘What are they doing?’ 

‘Exercising a bloke under arrest’ 

‘Whaf s he done?’ 

‘Chopped off his trigger finger.’ 

‘By accident?’ 

‘Course not.’ 

‘How, then?’ 

‘With a bill.’ 

‘On purpose?’ ' 

‘You bet’ 

‘Whatever for?’ 

‘Saw his name in Orders on the draft for India.’ 

‘Why didn’t he like that?’ 

‘Thought the climate wouldn’t suit him, I reckon.’ 

‘But he won’t have any finger.’ 

‘Won’t have to go to India neither.’ 

‘Were you surprised?’ 
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‘Not particular.’ 

‘Why not?’ 

‘Nothing those young blokes won’t do.’ 

Once again Bracey expressed no judgement on the sub¬ 
ject of this violent action, but I was aware on this occa¬ 
sion of a sense of disapproval stronger than any he had 
allowed to take shape in relation to assaulting Military 
Policemen. Here, certainly, was another story to make one 
ponder. I saw that the private soldier under arrest must '■ 
have felt a very active dislike for the thought of army life 
in the East to have taken so extreme a step to avoid ser¬ 
vice there: a contrast with the builder of Stonehurst, deli- ' 
berately reminding himself by the contents and architecture 
of his house of former Indian days. Like Bracey’s picture 
of ambushed Redcaps, the three Idiaki figures, sharply ad¬ 
vancing and retiring across the far side of the square, de¬ 
monstrated a seamy, menacing side of army life, one which 
perhaps explained to some extent the reprobation in which 
Edith and Billson held soldiers as husbands. These hap¬ 
hazard - indeed, decidedly disreputable — aspects of the 
military career by no means entirely repelled me; on the 
contrary, they provided an additional touch of uneasy ex¬ 
citement. At the same time I saw that such episodes must 
have encouraged Bijacey to form his own strong views as to 
Ae ultimate unreliability of human nature, his reliance on 
bayonets rather than, comrades. In fact his unspoken atti- 
^de towards this painful, infinitely disagreeable, occurrence 
fitted perfectly with that philosophy. What use, Bracey 
^emed by implication to argue, would this bandaged sol- 
ler be as a companion in arms, if he preferred the loss of 
a forefinger to the completion of'his military engagements 
y. their circumstances threatened to be uncongenial to 
imself? That was Bracey’s manner of looking at tilings, 
us inner world, perhaps to some extent the cause of his 
unny days’. A bugle, shrill, yet desperately sad, sounded 
lar away down the lines. 

^^Tat is he blowing?’ 

Defaulters.’ 
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We passed through hutted cantonments towards the 
football field. 

‘Albert cut his finger the other day/ I said. ‘There -was 
a lot of blood.’ 

‘Lot of fuss too/ said Bracey. 

That was true. Albert’s world of feeling was a very dif¬ 
ferent one from Bracey’s. A nervous man, he disliked vio¬ 
lence, blood, suffragettes, anything of that kind. He was 
always for keeping the peace in the kitchen, even when his 
own scathing comments had started the trouble. 

‘I should not wish to cross the Captain in any of his 
appetites,’ he had once remarked to my mother, when dis¬ 
cussing with her what the savoury was to be for dinner that 
night. 

Accordingly, Albert had been dreadfully alarmed when 
my father, on a day taken from duty to follow the local 
■ hounds, a rare occurrence (heaven knows what fox-hunting 
must have been like in that neighbourhood), having cut 
himself shaving that'morning, managed in the course of 
breakfast, the wound reopening, to get blood all over his 
white breeches. Certainly the to-do made during the next 
half-hour justified perturbation on a cosmic scale. For my 
father all tragedies were major tragedies, this being espe¬ 
cially his conviction if he were himself in any way concerned. 
On this occasion, he was beside himself. Bracey, on the 
other hand, showed calmness in the face of the appalh'ng 
dooms fate seemed to have decreed on the bungalow and 
all its inhabitants. While my mother, distressed as ever by ■ 
the absolutely unredeemed state of misery and rage that 
misfortune Mways provoked in my father’s spirit, attempted 
to prepare infinitesimal morsels of cotton-wool to stem 
the equally small, no less obstinate, flux of blood, Bracey 
found another pair of riding-breeches, assembled the equip¬ 
ment for extracting my father from his boots, fitted the n^v ^ 
breeches, slid him into his boots again. Finally, all this in 
a quite remarkably short space of time for the completion 
of so formidable, so complicated, so ultimately thankless a 
series of operations, Bracey gave my fatlier a leg into the 
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saddle. The worst was over; too much time had not been 
lost. Later, when horse and rider had disappeared from 
sight on the way to the meet, the nervous strain he had 
been through caused Bracey to remain standing at atten¬ 
tion, on and off, for several minutes together before he re¬ 
tired to the kitchen. I think the day turned out, in any 
case, no great success: rain fell; hounds streamed in full 
cry through a tangle of wire; my father was thrown, retain¬ 
ing his eyeglass in his eye, but'hurting his back and ruining 
his hat for ever. In short, evil influences — possibly the 
demons of Stonehurst or even the Furies themselves - 
seemed malignantly at work. However, that was no fault 
of Bracey’s. 

‘Why did you think it wTong of Billson to give the little 
boy a slice of cake?’ I asked. 

- We were still looking at the match, which, to tell the 
truth, did not entirely hold my attention, since I have never 
had any taste for watching games. 

Not hers to give,’ said Bracey, very sternly. • 

, I can see now, looking back, that the question was hope- 
^lessly, criminally, lacking in tact on my own part. I-knew 
perfectly well that Bracey and Albert did not get on well 
together, that they differed never more absolutely than on 
this particular issue. I had often, as I have said, heard my 
parents speak of the delicacy of the Albert-Bracey mutual 
relationship. There was really no excuse for asking some¬ 
thing so stupid, a question to which, in any case, I had fre- 
<^ently heard the answer from other sources. All the same, 
ne- incident to which my inquiry referred had for some 
reason caught my imagination. In fact everything to do 
'vith Dr Trelawney’s place’, as it was called locally, al- 
l^ ays gave ine an excited, uneasy feeling, almost compara- 
brought into play by the story of the bandaged 
so dier. Sometimes, when out for a walk with Edith or my 
mother, we would pass Dr Trelawney’s house, a pebble- 

as led, gabled, red-tiled residence, a mile or two away 
somewhere beyond the roofs on the horizon faced bv the 
^>tonehurst gate. ' . ^ 
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Or Xrela%vney conducted a centre for his own peculiar re- 
ligious, philosophical — some said magical - tenets, a cult 
of which he was high priest, if not actually messiah. This 
establishment was one of those fairly common strongholds 
of unsorted ideas that played such a part in the decade 
ended by the war. Simple-lifers, utopian socialists, spiri¬ 
tualists, occultists, theosophists, quietists, pacifists, futur¬ 
ists, cubists, zealots of all sorts in their approach to life and 
art, later to be relentlessly classified into their respective 
religious, political, aesthetic or psychological categories, 
were then thought of by the unenlightened as scarcely dis¬ 
tinguishable one from another: a collection of visionaries 
who hoped to build a New Heaven and a New Earth through 
the agency of their particular crackpot activities, sinister 
or comic, according to the way you looked at such things. 
Dr Trelawney was a case in point. In the judgement-of 
his neighbours there remained an unbridgable margin of 
doubt as to whether he was a holy man — at least a very 
simple and virtuous one — whose unconventional behaviour 
was to be tolerated, even applauded, or a charlatan - per¬ 
haps a dangerous rogue — to be discouraged by all right- 
thinking people. 

When out with his disciples, running through the headier 
in a short white robe or tunic,'his long silky beard and 
.equally long hair caught by the breeze. Dr Trelawney had 
an uncomfortably biblical air. His speed was always well 
maintained for a man approaching middle years. The dis¬ 
ciples were of both sexes, most of them young. They, too, 
wore their hair long, and were dressed in ‘artistic’ clothes 
of rough material in pastel shades. They would trot 
breathlessly by. Dr Trelawney leading with long, loping 
strides, apparently making for nowhere in particular. I 
used to play with the idea that something awful had hap¬ 
pened to me — my parents had died suddenly, for. exam¬ 
ple — and ill chance forced me to become a member of Dr 
Trelawney’s juvenile community. Casual mention of his 
name in conversation would even cause me an uneasy 
thrill. Once, we saw Dr Trelawney and Iris flock roaming 
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through the scnib at the same moment as the Militar>' Pol¬ 
iceman on his patrol was riding back from tlic opposite 
direction. The sun was setting. This meeting and merging of 
tv*o elements — Uvo ways of life — made a striking con¬ 
trast in ph}-sical appearance, moml ideas and visual tone- 
values. 


My mother had once dropped in to the post office and 
general shop of a neighbouring \allage to buy stamps (per- 
h«aps the ^ Health Insurance stamps commemorated in 
Albert’s picture of Mr Lloyd George) and found Dr Tm- 
arracy already at the counter. The shop, kept by a deaf 
o d woman, sold groceries, sweets, papers, almost every- 
t mg, in^ fact, only a small corner behind a kind of iron 
utch being devoted to postal business. Dr Trelawney was 
negotiating the registration of a parcel, a package no doubt 
^ valuable — too sacred perhaps — to be entrusted to 
e hand of a neophyte. My motlier had to wait while this 
latmnous matter was contrived. 

He looked as if he was wearing his nightshirt,’ she said 
^ ^ short one at that.’ 

Vhen the complicated process of registration had at last 
Trelawney made a slight pass with his 
nig t hand-, as if to convey benediction on the old ^voman 

'vho had served him. 

The Essence of the All is the Godhead of the True,’ he 
^ clear and resonant voice, 

en he left the shop, making a great clatter - my mother 
w* 7 sandals. We heard later that these words 

ere his invariable greeting, first and last, to all with whom . 
«e came in contact. 

' fppni°^? feUow,’ said my mother. ‘He gave me a creepy 
T~ Deacon would know him. To tell 

he in-Brighton, 

a to give me just the same creepy feeling too.’ 

tnifrimother was certaifily expressing her 

£ve “arr "f-Sh of 4en..®As i 

cult fshf^ ^^^°ne she had herself rather a mste for the oc- 
tsne loved delving into the obscurities of biblical his- 
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tory and prophecy), so that, however much Dr Trelawney 
may have repelled her, there can be no doubt that she also 
t^t some curiosity, even- if concealed, .about his goings-on. ■ 
r.” ^ supposing Mr Deacon would know about 

m. When I myself ran across Mr Deacon in later life and 
questioned him on the subject, he at once admitted that 
^ e had known Dr Trelawney slightly at some early point 
m their careers. ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ 

ISot a person with whom I ever, wanted my name to be 
too closely associated,’ said Mr Deacon, giving one of his 
deep, sceptical laughs. ‘Too much abracadabra about Tre¬ 
lawney. He started with interests of a genuinely scientific 
and humane kind — full of idealism, you know — then 
gradually involved himself with all sorts of mystical non¬ 
sense, transcendental magic, goodness knows what rubbish. 
Made quite a good thing out of it, I believe. Contributions 
from the Faithful, women especially. Human beings are 
sad dupes, I fear. The priesthood would have a thin time 
of it were that not so. Now, I don’t expect Trelawney has 
read a line of economics — probably never heard of Marx. 
“The Essence of the All is the Godhead of the True,” for¬ 
sooth. Then you were expected to answer: “The Vision 
‘ of Visions heals the Blindness of Sight.” I was too free a 
spirit for Trelawney in spite of his denial of the World. 

. Still, some of his early views on diet were on the right 
track.’ 

More than that, Mr Deacon would not say. He had given 
himself to many enthusiasms at one time or anotlrer 
too many, he sometimes owned. By the time I met him, 
when Pacifism and Communism occupied most of the time 
he could spare from his antique shop, he was inclined to 
deride his earlier, now cast-down altars. All the same, he 
never wholly lost interest in Vegetarianism and Hygienic 
Clothing, even after he had come to look upon such causes 
as' largely frivolous adjuncts to World Revolution. 

As it happened, the Trelav.mey teaching on diet brought 
the Trela\vney establishment more particularly to Stone- 
hurst notice. These nutritional views played a part in local 
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legend, simply Because the younger disciples, several of 
whom were mere children, would from time to time call at 
the door of some house in the neighbourhood and ask for 
a glass of milk or a snack. Probably the fare at Dr Trelaw- 
ney’s, carefully thought out, ^vas also imsubstantial, espe¬ 
cially when it came to long, energetic rambles over the 
countryside, which stimulated hxmger. In my own fantasies of 
being forced to. become one of their number, semi-starvation 
played a macabre part. On one such occasion — it was a 
first visit by one of Dr Trelawne/s flock to Stonehurst - 
Billson, answering the door, had, on request, dispensed.a 
slice of rather stale seed-cake. She had done this unwillingly, 
only after much discussion with Albert. It was a moment 


when Bracey was having one of his ‘funny days’, therefore, 
by deftmtion, unable to take part in any consultation re- 
prding this benefaction. When the ‘fuimy day* was over, 
however, and Bracey was, as it were, officially notified- 
^ the incident^ he expressed the gravest disapproval. 
Ihe cake, Bracey said, should never have been given. 
Billson asserted that she had Albert’s support in making the 
uonation. Always inclined to hysteria, she was thoroughly 
npset by Bracey’s strictures, no doubt all the more severe 
on account of his own warm feelings for her. Albert, at first 
okewarm on the subject, was driven into more energetic 
support of Billson by Bracey’s now opening the attack on 
^o fronts. In the end, the slice of seed-cake became a mat- 
er of bitter ■ controversy in the kitchen, Bracey upholding 
e view that the dispensation of all charity should be re¬ 
erred to my parents! BiUson sometimes defending, some- 
^^^^‘-osing her action; Albert of the opinion that the 
e did not fall within the sphere of charity, because Dr 
re awney, whatever his eccentricities, was a neighbour, to 
w om, with Ws household, such small acts of hospitality 

doubt Albert’s experience of a w^der^ 
\or a gave him a certain breadth and generosity of view,* 
ta°1 sentimental, but founded on'a fundamen- 

was ^ traditional civilisation. Whether or not that - 

at the root of his conclusions, the argument became 
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so I^ated that at last Biilsorij in tears, • appealed to my 
mother. That was before the ‘ghosf appeared to Billson. 
Indeed, it was the first serious indication of her highly- 
strung nerves. She explained how much it upset her to be 
forced to make decisions, repeated over and over again how 
she had never wanted to deal with the ‘young person from 
Dr Trelawney^s’. My mother, unwilling to be drawn into 
the controversy, gave judgement that dispensation of cake 
was all right, if it did not happen too often’. There the 
matter rested. Even so, Billson had to retire to bed for a day. 
She felt distraught. In the same way, my mother’s ruling 
made no difference whatever to Bracey’s view of the mat¬ 
ter j nor was Bracey to be moved by Albert’s emphasis on 
the tmdeniable staleness of the cake. It did not matter that 
Edith and Mrs Gulhck supported my mother, or that Mer^ 
cy did not care, since in her eyes donor and beneficiary were 
equally marked out for damnation, Bracey maintained his ■ 
position. From this conflict, I lived to some extent apart, 
observing mainly through the eyes of Edith, a medium 
which left certain facts obscure. Getting Bracep alone was 
therefore an opportunity to learn more, even if an opportu¬ 
nity better disregarded. The fact was, I wanted to hear ' 
Bracey’s opinion from his own lips. 

‘She didn’t ought to have done it,’ Bracey said. 

‘But Albert thought it was all right’ 

‘Course he thought it was all right What’s it matter to him? 
‘Billson said the little boy was very' grateful,’ 

Bracey did not even bother to comment on tliis last - 
aspect of the transaction. He only sniffed, one of his habits 
when displeased. Billson’s statement must have struck him 
as beneadr discussion. In fact that fooh'sh question of mine 
came near to ruining the afternoon. The match ended. 
There was some ragged ciieering. We passed once more 
across the barrack-square, from which prisoner and escort 
had \vithdrawn to some other sphere of penal activity- 
Bracey was silent all the way home. I kne^v instinctively 
that a ‘funny day’ — almost certainly provoked by myself 
— could not be far off. This presentiment proved correct. 
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Total spleen was delayed, though stormily, until the follow¬ 
ing Friday, when a sequence of ‘funny days’ oTthe most 
gruelling kind took immediate shape. These endured for 
the best part of a week, causing much provocation to 
Albert, who used to complain that Bracey’s ‘funny days’ 
^fected his own culinary powers, for example, in the mix¬ 
ing of mayonnaise, which - maJdng mayonnaise being a 
tricky business — could well have been true. 

Billson’s tactics to entrap Albert matrimonially no doubt 
took place to some considerable extent in his own imagina¬ 
tion, but, as I have said, even Edith accepted the fact that 
there was a substratum of truth in his firm belief that ‘she 
had her eye on him’, hoped to make him ‘hang up his hat’. 
Billson may have refused to admit even to herself the 


strength of her passion, which certainly showed itself final- 
iy in an extreme, decidedly inconvenient form. Anxiety 
about her own health no doubt amplified a tendency in her 
to abandon all self-control when difiScult situations arose: 
the loneliness of Stonehurst, its ‘ghosts’, also working ad¬ 
versely on her nerves. For the occasion of her breakdown 
Billson could not, in some ways, have picked a worse day; 
in others, she could not have found a better one. It was the 
Sunday when General and Mrs Conyers came to limcheon. 
_ Visitors were rare at Stonehurst. No one but a ■ rela¬ 
tion or very, very old friend would ever have been invited 
to spend the night under its roof, any such bivouac (sud- 
- den descent of Uncle GHes, for example) being regarded 
as both exceptional and burdensome. This was in part due 
to the limited accommodation there, which naturally for¬ 
bade large-scale entertaining. It was also the consequence 
h isolated life my parents elected to live. Neither of 
them was lacking in a spirit of hospitality as such, my 
^ ^sp^oially, when in the right mood, liking to ‘do 
anyone allowed past the barrier of his threshold, 
ven so, guests were not often brought in to meals. That 
was one of Albert’s grievances. If he cooked, he liked to 
. cook On as grand a scale as possible. There was little op¬ 
portunity at Stonehurst. Indeed, Albert’s art was in gen- 
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eral largely wasted on my parents: my mother’s taste for 
food being simple, verging on the asceticj my father - 
again in certain moods — liking sometimes to dwell on 
the delights of the. gourmet, more often crotchety about 
what was set before him, dyspeptic in its assimilation. ' 
However, General Conyers was regarded as ‘different’, 
not only as a remote cousin of my motlier’s - although 
very much, as my brother-in-law, Chips Lovell, would have 
said, a cousin a la mode de Bretagne - but also for his 
countless years as an old, if never particularly close, friend 
of the family. Even at the date of which I speak, Aylmer 
Gonyem was long retired from the army (in the rank of 
brigadier-general), having brought to a close, soon after 
he married, a career that might have turned out a brilh'ant 
one. Mrs Conyers, quite twenty years yoimger than her hus¬ 
band, was also on good' terms with my mother - they 
would usually exchange letters if more than a year passed 
•without meeting — although, -again, their friendship could 
never have been called intimate. Bertha Conyers, rather - 
sad and apologetic in appearance, had acquired, so people 
said, a persecuted manner in girlhood from her father’s 
delight in practical jokes (like the clockwork mouse he had 
launched on Albert), and also from his harrying of his 
daughters for failing to be bom boys. In spite of this air 
of having spent a lifetime being bullied, Mrs Conyers was 
believed to exercise a firm influence over her husband, to 
some extent keeping his eccentricities in check. 

‘Aylmer Conyers used to have rather a .roving eye,’ my 
father would say.' ‘That’s all changed since his marriage; 
Wouldn’t look at another woman.’ _ 

‘He’s devoted to Bertha, certainly,’ my mother would 
agree, perhaps umvilling to commit her opinion in that 
respect too definitely. 

For my father, the Conyers visit presented, like so many 
other elements of life, a sharp diffusion of sentiment. By 
introducing my father a short time earlier in the guise, so 
to speak, of a fox-hunter wearing an eyeglass, I risk the 
conveyance of a false impression, indeed, a totally erroneous 
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one. Tlie eyeglass was on account of extreme short sight, 
for, although lie had his owm brand of dandyism, that 
dandyism was not at all of the eyeglass variety. Nor ivas 
huntinglus favourite pastime. He rode fairly well (‘blooded’ 
at tlie age of nine out with the Bclvoir, his owm fatlier 
being an unappeasable fox-hunter), but he took little plea¬ 
sure in horses, or any outdoor occupation. It is true that 
he lilied to speak of hunting in a tone of expertise, just as 
he liked to talk of ^^’ine without greatly caring to drink it. 
He had little natural aptitude for sport of any sort and his 
health was not.good. What did he like? That is less easy 
to say. Consecrated, in one sense, to Iris profession, he pos¬ 
sessed at tlie same time none of tliat absolute indifference 
to his o\vn sun'oundings essential to the ambitious soldier. 
He was saddled with the equally serious military — indeed, 
also civihan ~ handicap of clironic inability to be obsequious 
to superiors in rank, particularly when he found them 
uncongenial. He was attracted by the Law, like his brother 
Martin; allured by the stock-market, like his brotlrer 
Giles. One of the least ‘inteliectuar of men, he took inter¬ 
mittent pleasure in pictures and books, especially in such 
^pects of ‘collecting’ as rare ‘states’ of prints, which took his 
ancy, or ‘first editions’ of comparatively esoteric authors: 
Items to be safely classified in their own market, with¬ 
out excessive reference, critically speaking, to their stand- 
mg as works of art or literature. In these fields, although 
y no means a reactionary in aesthetic taste, he would re- 
•cogmze no later changes of fashion after coming to his own 
ec^ori on any picture or school of painting. After a bout 
° things, he would almost immediately forget 

u out them, often, a year or two later purchasing another 
copy (sometimes several copies) of the same volume or 
cugraving; so that when, from time to time, our posses¬ 
sions were taken out of store, duplicates of most of his fa- 
lounte works always came to light. He used to read in the 
^^'’cr with much enjoyment or concentration. 

i;i- ^ woi'h,’ he would say. ‘I don’t 

‘e books that make me think.’ 
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That v/as perfectly true. In due courfe, as he grev/ older, 
rny father became increasingly committed to this exclusion 
of what made him think, so that finally he disliked not only 
books, but also people — even places — that threatened to ' 
induc^ this disturbing mental effect. Perhaps that attitude 
of mind — one could almost say process of decay — is 
among many persons more general than might be sup¬ 
posed. In my father’s case, this dislike for thought seemed 
to stem from a basic conviction that his childhood had been 
an unhappy one. His melancholy was comparable, even 
though less eccentrically expressed, with Bracey’s, no doubt 
contributing to their mutual understanding. Much the 
youngest of his family, his claim to have been neglected 
was probably true. Happy marriage did not cure him. 
Painfully sensitive to criticism, he was never (though he 
might not show this) greatly at ease with other men; in 
that last characteristic resembling not a few of those sol¬ 
diers, who, paradoxically, reach high rank, positively as¬ 
sisted by their capacity for avoiding friendship, too close 
personal ties which can handicap freedom of ascent 

‘These senior officers are like a lot of ballerinas,’ said my 
friend Pennistone, when, years later, we were in the army 
together. 

Certainly the tense neivcs of men of action - less noto¬ 
rious than those of imaginative men - are not to be mini¬ 
mized. This was true of ray father, who, like many persons 
who believe primarily in the will — although his o^vn vdli 
was in no way remarkable — hid in his heart a hatred of 
constituted authority. He did his best to conceal this 
antipathy, because the one thing he hated, more than con¬ 
stituted authority itself, was to hear constituted authority 
questioned by anyone but himself. This is perhaps an en¬ 
demic trait in all who love power, and my father had an 
absolute passion for power, although he was never in a 
position to v.icld it on a notable scale. In his own house, 
only he himself v/as allowed to criticize - to use a favoixr- 
itc phrase of his — ‘the powers that be’. In private, he 
would, for example, curse the Army Council (then only rc- 
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cently come into existence); in the presence of others, even 
those ‘in the Service’ with whom he was on the best of 
terms, he would defend to the last ditch official policy of 
which in his heart he disapproved. 

These contradictory veins of feeling placed my father in 
a complex position vis-a-vis General Conyers, whom Uncle 
Giles, on the other hand, made no secret of finding ‘a bit 
too pleased with himself. As a much older man, universally 
recognized as a first-rate soldier, the General presented a 
figure to whom deference on my father’s part was obvious¬ 
ly due. At the same time, the General held revolutionary 
views on army reform, which he spared no opportunity 
of voicing in terms utterly uncompHmentary to ‘the powers 
that be’, military or civil. My father, of course, pos¬ 
sessed his own especial likes and dislikes throughout the 
hierarchy of the army, both individual and general, but 
deplored too plain speaking even when he was to some 
considerable extent in agreement. 

Aylmer Conyers is fond of putting everyone right,’ he 
used to complain. ‘If he’d stayed in the Service a few years 
longer, instead of devoting his life to training poodles as 
gun-dogs, and scraping away at that ‘cello of his, he might 
have discovered that the army has changed a little since 
the Esher Report.’ . " 

Uncle Giles would immediately have been xeproved for 
making so open a criticism of a senior officer, but my father 
must have felt that to criticize General Conyers was the 
only method of avoiding apparent collusion in an attack 
on the whole Army Council. In any case, Uncle Giles’s 
unsatisfactory mode of life, not to mention his dubious pol¬ 
itical opinions, radical to the point of anarchism, put him 
out_ of court in most family discussions. He was at this 
period employed in a concern fascinatingly designated a 
bucket-shop’. My father had, in truth, never forgiven his 
brother for transferring himself, years before — after some tiff 
yith his commanding officer - to tlie Army Service Corps. 

It’s not just snobbishness on my part,’ my father used 
to say, long after Uncle Giles had left that, and every other, 
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branch of the army. ‘I know they win a lot of riding events 
at gymkhanas, but I can’t stick ’em. They’re such an unco¬ 
operative lot of beggars when you have to deal wth ’em 
about stores. I date all Giles’s troubles from leaving his 
regiment’ 

However, I mention Uncle Giles at this point only to 
emphasise the manner in v/hich the Conyers visit was re¬ 
garded for a number of reasons with mixed feelings by my 
parents. There were good aspects; there were less good 
ones. Albert, for instance, would be put into an excellent 
humour for several w'eeks by this rare opportunity for dis¬ 
placing his talents. He would make his mousse. He would 
recall Lord Vowmhurch’s famous practical joke %vith the 
clockwork mouse, one of the great adventures of Albert’s 
life, not only exciting but refreshingly free from the arti¬ 
fices of w’omen — although Mrs Conyers herself was allowed 
some reflected glory from her father’s act. 

Mrs Conyers was one of the few people with whom my 
mother liked to chat of ‘old times’: the days before she 
set out on the nomadic existence of a soldier’s wife. Mrs 
Conyers’s gossip, well informed, gently expressed, was per¬ 
fectly adapted to recital at length. This mild manner of tell¬ 
ing sometimes hair-raising stories was very much to the 
taste of my mother, never at ease with people she thought 
to be ‘worldly’, at the same time not unfailing to enjoy an 
occasional glimpse of ‘the world’, viewed through the ■win¬ 
dow briefly opened by Mrs Conyers. The General had be¬ 
come a Gentleman-at-Arms after lea-ving the army, so that 
her stories included, -with a touch of racing at its most re¬ 
spectable, some glimpse of the outskirts of Court 

‘Bertha Conyers , has such an amusing w^ay of putting 
things,’ my mother would say. ‘But I really don’t befieve 
all her stories, especially the one about Mrs Asquith and 
the man who asked her if she danced the tango.’ 

The fact that General Conyers was occasionally on duty 
at palaces rather irked my father, not so much because the 
General took this side of his life too seriously - to which 
-my father would have been quite capable of objecting - 
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but because he apparently did not take his court duties 
seriously enough. 

‘If I were the King and I heard Aylmer Conyers talk¬ 
ing like that, I’d sack him,’ he once said in a moment of 
nritation. 

The General and his wife ^vere coming to Stonehurst 
after staying wth one of Mrs Conyers’s sisters, whose hus¬ 
band commanded a Lancer regiment in the area. Rather 
adventurously for tliat period, they were undertaking the 
journey by motor-car, a veliicle recently acquired by the 
Gcner^, which he drove himself. Indeed, the object of the 
'■isit was largely to display this macliine, to compare it with 
the car my father had liimself bought only a few months 
before. There was a good deal of excitement at the pros¬ 
pect of seeing a friend’s ‘motor’, although I think my father 
a little resented the fact that a man so much older than 
bimself should be equally prepared to face such grave risks, 
physical and financial. As a matter of fact. General Conyers, 
who always prided himself on being up-to-date, was even 
rumomed to have been ‘up’ in a flying machine. This story 
was dismissed by my parents as being unworthy of serious 
credence. 

■^ybner Conyers will never get to the top of that damned 
said my father more than once diuring the week before 
-their arrival. 

Did you tell him about it?’ said my mother. 

I warned him in my letter. He is a man who never takes 
adwce. Fm told he was just the same at Pretoria. Just a bit 
° that things turned out as well as they did for him 
" due mostly to Boer stupidity, I believe. Obstinate as a 
mule. Was up before Bobs himself once for disobeying an 
order. Talked himself out of it, even got promotion a short 
ime after. Wonderful fellow. Well, so much the worse for 
if he gets stuck - slip backwards more likely. That 
ay be a lesson to him. Bad luck on Bertha Conyers if 
lof^K^ accident. It’s her I feel sorry for. I’ve worried.a 
a out it. He’s a selfish fellow in sorhe ways, is old Aylmer.’ • 
o you think I ought to write to Bertha again myself?’ 
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nTr-ZT pedalled up on his bicycle, .My 

parents were stiU standing on the doorstep. 
iVame of Jenidns?’ 

telegram with an air of authority. His 
Aih ^ j ^ tened a little now that he was resigned to 
s eparturCj but his features became overcast again 

^ open the envelope, as if the news it brought must 

mevitably be bad. ' 

‘Who can it be?’ said my mother, no Jess disturbed. 

My father studied the message. He went suddenly red 
With annoyance. 

Wait a moment,’ he said to the boy, in a voice of com¬ 
mand. ^ 

My mother foUowed him into the hall. I hung about in 
the background. 

^r goodness’ sake ^ay what’s happened,’ begged my 
mother, in an agony of fearing the worst. - - 

. read aloud the words, his voice shaking %vith 

irritation: 

Can you house me Sunday night talk business arrive tea- 
time Giles/ 


He held the telegram away from him as if feat of some 
' awful taint threatened him by its contact. There ^vas a long 
pause. Disturbing situations were certainly arising. 

‘Really too bad of him,’ said my mother at last. 

‘Damn Giles.’ 

‘Inconsiderate, too, to leave it so late.’ 

‘He can’t come.’ 

‘We must think it over.’ 

‘There is no time. I won’t have h im .’ 

‘Where is he?’ 

‘It’s sent from Aldershot.’ 

‘Quite close then.’ 

‘What the devil is Giles doing in Aldershot?’ 

My parents looked at each other without speaking. Tilings 
could not be worse. Uncle Giles was not much rnom than a 
doren miles asvay. 

‘Wc heard tlicre was some trouble, didn’t we?’ 



‘Of course there is trouble,’ said my father. ‘Was there 
ever a moment when Giles was not in trouble? Don’t be 
silly.’ 

There was another long pause. 

‘The telegram was reply-paid,’ said my mother at last, 
not able to heap the thought that the boy might be bored or 
inconvenienced by this delay in drafting an answer. ‘The 
boy is still waiting.’ 

‘Damn the boy.’ 

^ My father was in despair. As I have said, all tragedies for 
bim were major tragedies, and here was one following close 
on tile heels of another. 

With the Conyerses coming too.’ 

‘Can’t we put Giles off?’ 

He may really need help.’ 

Of course he needs help. He always needs help.’ 

Difficult to say he can’t come.’ 

‘Just like Giles to choose this day of all days.’ 

‘Besides, I never think Giles and Aylmer Conyers get on 
vety well together.’ 

‘Get on well together,’ said my father. ‘They can’t stand 
each other.’ 

The thought of this deep mutual antipathy existing be- 
tiveen his' brother and General Conyers cheered my father 
a little. He even laughed, 

suppose Giles will have to come,’ he admitted, 

‘No way out.’ 

The Conyerses will leave before he arrives.’,' 

,^bey won’t stay late if they are motoring home.’ 

Shall I tell Giles he can come?’ 

We must, I think.’ " 

. bs just as well to know what he is up to. I hope it 

IS not a serious mess this time. I wouldn’t trust that fellow 
who got him the bucket-shop job.’ 

Uncle Giles did not at all mind annoying his relations, 
all part of his policy of making war on society. In 
W/ ^ the more he annoyed his‘relations, the 

he was pleased. At the same time, his interests were 



analvc5 ^ happens in childhood, I could not 

now^wJi T I felt unhappy myself. I knew 

soon aq /fi T f°rcseen something would go ^vrong as 

^oon as I had woken that morning. 

irto- said my mother, turning quickly and giv- 

Edittre^dyV^^' ^ 

did Albert wa.nt?^ 

Promise to keep a secret, if I tell you ?’ 

1 promise.’ ' 

to get married.’ 

To Biilson?’ 


My mother laughed aloud. 

said, to someone he knows who lives at BnV 

‘Will he go away?’ 

‘I’m afraid he will.’ 

‘Soon?’ 


Not for a month or two, he says. But you really must 
not say anything about it. I ought not to have told you, I 
suppose. Run along at once for Edith. We are going to be 
dreadfully late.’ 

mother was greatly given to stating matters openly, 
particular case, she was probably well aware that 
Albert himself would not be slow to reveal his future plans 
to the rest of the household. No very grave risk was there¬ 
fore run in telling me the secret. At the same time, such 
news would never have been disclosed by my father, a con¬ 
firmed maker of mysteries, who disliked imparting infor¬ 
mation of any but a didactic kind. If forced to offer an 
expose of any given situation, he was always in favour of 
presenting the substance of what he had to say in terms 
more or Jess oracular. Nothing in life — such was his vie\v^ 

— must ever he thought of as easy of access. There is some¬ 
thing to be said for that approach. Certainly few enough 
things in life are easy. On the other hand, human affairs 
can become even additionally clouded with obscurity if the , 
most complicated forms of defim'tion are always deh'bera- 
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tely sought. My father really hated clarity. This was a ha¬ 
bit of mind that sometimes led him into trouble with 
others, when, unable to appreciate his delight in compli¬ 
cated metaphor and ironic allusion, they had not the 
faintest idea what he was talking about. It was, therefore, 
by merest chance that I was immediately put in pos¬ 
session of the information that Albert was leaving. I should 
never have learnt that so early if my father had been at 
J^e. We went ofT to church, my mother, Edith and I: 
ine morning service took about an hour. We arrived home 
just as my father drove up in the car on his return from 
barracks. Edith disappeared towards the day-nursery. 

It s happened,’ said my mother. 

What?’ 

face immediately became very grave. 

Albert.’ 


‘Going?’ 

Getting married at last.’ 

Oh, lord.’ 

‘nu ■'vas coming, didn’t we?’ 

‘^5 how awful.’ 

someone else.’ 

' another cook like Albert.’ 

,rpj® find someone quite good.’ 

' "won’t live up here.’ 

‘T ^ "^ncry. I’ll find somebody. I’ll start on Monday.’ 

‘lAr gnfng to happen.’ 

We both did.’ . 

‘That doesn’t help.’ 

Never mind.’ 

^^“ofiay,ofall days, oh, lord.’ 
alre ^uception of Ihe news showed my parents were 
^ ^ some extent pi'epared for this blow to fall, any- 
l^ss philosophically, that Albert’s 
later married life was bound to come sooner or 

Vermin it was a disturbing state of affairs; the 

u long and close relationship. HoNvever, no 
Was said at that moment because ~ a very rare occur- 
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asked my mother, anxious to avoid the awful mishaps en¬ 
visaged by my father. 

‘No, no.’ 


‘But I will if you think I should.’ 

‘No, no. Let him stew in his own juice.’ 

The day of the Conyerses’ luncheon came. I woke up 
that morning with a feeling of foreboding, a sensation to 
which I,was much subject as a child. It was Sunday. Pre¬ 
sentiments of ill were soon shown to have good founda¬ 
tion. For one thing, Billson turned out to have seen the 
‘ghost’ again on the previous night; to be precise, in the 
early hours of that morning. The phantom had taken its 
accustomed shape of an elongated white figure reaching al¬ 
most to the ceiling of the room. It disappeared, as usua, 
before she could mb her eyes. Soon after breakfast; I hear 
Billson delivering a first-hand account of this psychical 
perience to Mrs Guliick, who used to lend a hand in we 
kitchen, a small, elderly, red-faced woman, said to 
GuUick a time’, because she considered she had marneo 
beneath her. Mrs Gulh'ck, although a staunch friend o 
Billson’s, was not prepared to accept psychic phenomena 


at any price. 

‘Don’t go saying such ignorant things, dear,’ was-h^^ 
comment. ‘You need a tonic. You’re mn down hke. 1 
thought you was pale when you was drinking your cup o 
tea yesterday. See the doctor. That’s what you want to do. 
Don’t worry about that ghost stuff. I never heard such a , 
thing in all my days. You’re sickly, that’s what you are. 

Billson seemed partially disposed to accept this display ot 
incredulity, either because it must have been reassuring to 
think she had been mistaken about the ‘ghost’, or because 
any appeal to her own poor state of health was always sym' 
pathetic to her. At that early stage of the day, she \yas m 
any case less agitated than might have been expected in the 
light of the supernatural appearance she claimed to have 
witnessed. She w^as excited, not more than tliat. It was true 
she muttered something about ‘giving notice^ but the 
phrase was spoken wthout force, obviously making no sni- 
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pression %vhatever on Mrs Gullick, For me, it was painful to 
find people existed who did not ‘believe’ in the Stonehurst 
ghostSj whose uneasy shades pro\dded an exciting element 
of local life with which I did not at all wish to dispense. 
My opinion of Mrs Gullick fell immediately, even though 
she ^s'as said by Edith to be the only person in the house 
who could ‘get any work out of Mercy. I found her scep¬ 
ticism insipid. However, a much more disturbing incident 
took place a little later in the morning. My mother had 
just announced that she was about to put on her hat for 
church, when Albert appeared at the door. He looked very 
opset. In his hand -was a letter. 


May I have a word wdth you, Madam?’ 

I w^as sent off to get ready for church. When I returned, 
my mother and Albert were still talking. I was told to wait 
outeide. After a minute or ,two, Albert came out. My mother 
followed him to the door. 

I do quite understand, Albert,’ she said. ‘Of course we 
mall ail be very, very sorry.’ 

Albert nodded heavily several times. He was too moved 
to, speak. 


sorry, indeed. It has been a long time ....’ 

, 1 thought I’d better tell you first, ma’am,’ said Albert, 
m you could explain to the Captain. Didn’t want it to 
come to him as a shock. He takes on so. I’ve had this letter 
^ce yesterday. Couldn’t bring myself to show you at first. 
H^en’t slept for thinking of it.’ 

^es, Albert’ 

t out that morning, as it happened. He had 

° fhe Orderly Room that Sunday, for some rea- 

not expected home until' inidday. Albert 
fleshtimes. He looked quite haggard. The 
^ of his face was pouched. I could see the situation was 
psettmg niy mother too. Albert’s voice shook when he 

.spoke at last , 

■ said, ‘I’ve been goaded to this.’ . 

allied off to the kitchen. There were tears in his 
A, aware that I had witnessed a painful scene. 
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^^lfSra.ph-hoy pedaUed up on his bicycle. My 
parents were still standing on the doorstep. 

Name of Jenkins?’ 

telegram with an air of authority. His 
AIK^ a little now that he was resigned to 

e s eparture, but his features became overcast again 

V i,T^ envelope, as if the news it brought must 

inevitably be bad. 

Who can it be? said my mother, no less disturbed. 

My father studied the message. He went suddenly red 
with annoyance, 

W^ait a moment,’ he said to the boy, in a voice of com¬ 
mand. ^ 


My mother followed him into the hall. I hung about in 
the background. 

I^r goodness’ sake say what’s happened,’ begged my 
mother, in an agony of fearing the worst, 

^ My father read aloud the words, his voice shaking with 
irritation: 

_ "Can yon house me Sunday night talk business arrive tea- 
time Giles/ 


He held the telegram away from him as if fear of some 
awful taint threatened Wm by its contact. There was a long 
pause. Disturbing situations were certainly arising. 

‘Really too bad of him,’ said my mother at last 
‘Damn Giles,’ 


‘Inconsiderate, too, to leave it so late,’ 

‘He can’t come.’ 

‘We must think it over.’ 

‘There is no time. I won’t have him / 

‘Where is he?’ 

‘It’s sent from Aldeishot.’ 

‘Quite close then.’ 

‘What the devil is Giles doing in Aldershot?’ 

My parents looked at each otlier %vithout spea}.ing. Tilings 
could not be worse. Uncle Giles was not much more than a 
do/cn miles away. 

‘We Jieard there was some trouble, didn’t we?’ 





‘Of course there is trouble/ said my father. ‘Was there 
ever a moment when Giles was not in trouble? Don’t be 
silly.’ 

There was another long pause. 

'The telegram was reply-paid/ said my mother at last, 
not able to bear the thought that the boy might be bored or 
inconvenienced by this delay in drafting an answer. ‘The 
is still waiting.’ 

'Damn the boy.’ 

^ My father was in despair. As I have said, all tragedies for 
him were major tragedies, and here was one following close 
on the heels of another. 

With the Conyerses coming too.’ 

‘Can’t we put Giles off?’ 

He may really need help.’ 

^Of course he needs help. He always needs help.’ 

Difficult to say he can’t come.’ 

^Just like Giles to choose this day of all days.’ 

Besides, I never think Giles and Aylmer Conyers get on 
Vary well together.’ 

‘Get on well together,’ said my father. ‘They can’t stand 
each other.’ 

The thought of this deep mutual antipathy existing be- 
hvecn his' brother and General Conyers cheered my father 
^ He even laughed. 

I suppose Giles will have to come,’ he admitted. 

ISo way out.’ 

Conyerses will leave before he arrives.’ 
wi '''ori’t stay late if they are motoring home.’ 

^ Giles he can come?’ 
u c must, I think.’ 

I may be just as well to know what he is up to. I hope it 
not a serious mess this time. I wouldn’t trust that fellow 
‘•n inch rvho got him tire bucket-shop job.’ 

Giles did not at all mind annoying his relations, 
part of his policy of making war on society. In 
/, ■point, the more he annoyed his relations, the 
'he was pleased. At tire same time, his interests were 
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to some extent bound up witli remaining on reasonable good 
terms with my father. Since he had quarrelled irretrievably 
with his other brother^ my father - also on poorish terms 
with Uncle Martin^ whom we never saw — represented one 
of the few stable elements in the vicissitudes of Uncle 
Giles’s life. He and my father irritated, without actually 
disliking, each other. Uncle Giles, the older; my fatlier, the 
more firmly established; the honours were fairly even, 
when it came to conflict. For example, my father disap¬ 
proved, probably rightly, of the form taken by his brother’s 
‘outside broking’, although I do not know how much the 
firm for ^vhich Uncle Giles worked deserved the imputation 
of sharp practice. Certainly my father questioned its bona 
fides and was never tired of declaring that he would advise 
no friend of his to do business thei'e. At the same time, 
his own interest in the stock market prevented him from 
refraim’ng entirely from all financial discussion with Uncle 
Giles, with whom he was in any case indissolubly linked, 
financially speaking, by the terms of a will. Their argu¬ 
ment would often become acrimonious, but I suspect my 
father sometimes took Uncle Giles’s advice about invest¬ 
ments, especially if a ‘bit of a gamble’ was in the air. 

‘Shall I say Expect you teatime today?’' 

‘How is Giles going to get here?’ 

‘I won’t fetch him. It can’t be done. The Conyerses may 
not leave in time.’ 

My mother looked uncertain. 

‘Do you think I should?’ 

‘You can’t Not with other guests coming.’ 

‘Giles will find his way.’ 

‘We can be sure of that.’ 

My mother was right in suppo.sing Uncle Giles perfectly 
capable of finding his way to any place recommended by 
his own interests. She was also light in thinking that Albert, 
after confiding Ins marriage plans to herself, would imme¬ 
diately reveal them in the kitchen. Edith dc.scribed the scene 
later. She was having a cup of tea before church ^vhen 
Albert made the official nimounccraent of his engagement. 
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Billson had at once burst into tears. Braccy ^^'as having a 
‘funny day' — tliough a mild one — brought on either by 
regret at the necessity of resuming his duties, or, more 
probably, as a consequence of nen'ous strain after a spell 
ia the house of his Luton sister-in-law. Accordingly, he 
showed no interest in the prospect of being left, as it were, 
in possession of the field so far as Billson was concerned, 
^tcr issuing liis pronouncement, Albert turned his atten¬ 
tion to the mousse, the cooking of which alwaj'S caused liim 
great anxiety. Billson moved silently from kitchen to 
dining-room, and back again, laying the table miserably, 
red-eyed, white-faced, looking as much like a ghost as any 
she had described. She had taken badly Albert’s surrender 
to the ‘girl from Bristol’. The house had an uneasy air. I 
retired to my own places of resort in the garden. 

The Conyers party \vas scheduled to arrive about one 
0 clock, but the notorious uncertainty of motor-cars had 
given rise to much head-shaking on the probability of their 
lateness. However, I was loitering about the outskirts of the 
house, not long after the telegraph-boy had disappeared on 
his bicycle over the horizon, when a car began painfully to 
climb the lower slopes of the hill. It could only contain 
General and Mrs Conyers. Tliis was an unexpected excite- 
rnent, I watched their slow ascent, which was jerky, like 

upward movement of a funicular, but, contrary to my 
father’s gloomy forecast, the steep incline was negotiated 
^thout undue difficulty. I was even able to open the Stone- 
hurst gate to admit the vehicle. There could be no doubt 
now of the identity of driver and passenger. By that period, 
of course, motorists no longer wore the peaked cap and 
^ggles of their pioneering days, but, all the same, the 
funeral’s long check ulster and deerstalker seemed assumed 
to some extent ritualistically. 

It is always cold motoring,’ my mother used to say. 

The car drew up by the front door. The General, leaping 
rom It with boundless energy, came to meet me, leaving 
IS wife to extract herself as best she could from a pile of 
'vraps and rugs sufficient in niunber to perform a version 
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of the Dance of the Seven Veils. Tall, distinguished, with 
grey moustache and flashing eyes, he held out his hand. 

‘How do you do, Nicholas?’ 

He spoke gravely, in a tone no different from that to be 
used with a contemporary. There was about him a kind of 
fierceness, combined with a deep sense of imderstanding. 

‘We are a little earlier than I expected,’ he said. ‘I hope 
your father and mother will not mind. I drove rather fast, 
as your mother said you lived at the back of beyond, and 
I am always uncertain of my o-wm map-reading. I see now 
what she meant. How are they educating you up here? Do 
you go to school?’ 

‘Not yet. I have lessons with Miss Orchard.’ 

‘Oh, yes. Miss Orchard is the governess who teaches all 
the children round here. I know her well by name. What 
children are they?’ 

‘The Fenwicks, Mary Barber, Richard Vaughan, the 
Westmacott twins.’ 

‘Fenwick in the Gloucesters?’. 

. ‘Yes, I think so — the regiment that wears a badge at the 
back of their cap.’ 

‘And Mary Barber’s father?’ 

‘He’s in the Queen’s. Richard Vaughan’s is in the 
“Twenty-Fourth” — the South Wales Borderers.’ 

‘What about the father of the Westmacott twins?’ 

‘A Gunner.’ 

‘What sort of a Gunner?’ . 

‘Field, but Thomas and Henry Westmacott say their 
father is going to get his “jacket” soon, so he may be Royal 
Horse Artillery by now.’ 

‘An exceedingly well-informed report,’ said the General. 
‘You have given yourself the trouble to go into matters 
•thoroughly, I see. That is one of the secrets of success in 
life. Now take us to your parents.’ 

This early arrival resulted in my seeing rather more o 
General and Mrs Conyers than I should have done had they 
turned up at their appointed hour. First of all there was a 
brief examination of the Conyers car, a decidedly grander 
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^air than that owned by my father, a fact which possibly 
curtailed the period spent over it. Since there was still time 
to kill before luncheon, tire guests were shown round the 
garden. Pennitted to accompany the party, I walked beside 
tuy rnother and Mrs Conyers, tire General and my -father 
strolling behind. 

‘A ghost appeared again?’ asked Mrs Conyers, 

yimer was fascinated when I told him your parlourmaid 
ad seen one. He is very' keen on haunted houses.’ 

Her husband was famous for the variety of his interests, 
o this particular connexion - the occult one — there was 
some story, probably mytliical, about General Conyers 
ving taken advantage of his appointment to the Body 
uard to investigate on the spot some allegedly ghostly 
yisitetion at Windsor or another of the royal palaces. This 
urtellectually inquisitive side of the General’s character 
specially irked Uncle Giles, who liked to classify irrepa- 
^ ly every'one he knew, hating to be forced to alter the 
Pjgeon-hole in which he had himself already placed any 
given individual. 

Conyers may be a good tactician,’ he used to say, 
east that is what he is always telling eveiyone — never 
^ew ^ch a fellow for blowing liis own trumpet — but I 
j ^ ^ life of me see why he wants to lay down the 

about all sorts of other matters that don’t concern 
t , least. The last thing I heard was that he had 

'iP "psychical research”, whatever that may be.’ 

- ^ father, although he would never have admitted as 

• Uncle Giles, was inclined to agree with his brother 

iiifi d General Conyers would be a more dig- 

^^ea iigure if he accepted for himself a less universal 
inn^^ • wterests; so that when the General began to make 
quines about the Stonehurst ‘ghost’, my father tried- to 
miss the subject out of hand. 

ot of nonsense. General,’ he said, ‘I assure you.’ 
would have none of that. 

to agency,’ he said, ‘that’s the point. Find it hard 

^ve in actual entities myself. Ought to be looked into' 
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more. One heard some strange stories when one was in 
India. The East is full of that sort of thing - a lot pure in¬ 
vention^ of course.’ 

‘I believe ghosts are thought-forms/ said hirs Conyer, as 
if that settled the whole matter. 

Tf you are experiencing hallucination/ said her husband, 
‘then something must cause the hallucination. Telepathic 
side, too, of course. I’ve never had the opportunity to cross- 
question iirst-hand someone who’d seen a ghost i\Tat sort 
of a girl is this parlourmaid of yours?’ 

‘Oh, please don’t cross-question her,’ said my mother. 
‘We have such dreadful difficulties in getting servants here, 
and we are losing Albert as it is. She is not by any means a 
girl.' You will see her waiting at table. Very hysterical. AH 
the same, the maid we had before used to tell the same 
stor)^’ 

‘Indeed? Did she? Did she?’ 

‘I must say I think -there is sornething peculiar about the 
house myself,’ said my mother. ‘I shall not be altogether 
sorry when the time comes to leave it.’ 

‘What about the people who let it to you?’ 

‘The fellow who built the place is dead/ said my father, 
now determined to change the subject, come %vhat may. 
‘The lease was arranged through executors. We got. Jt 
rather cheap on that accoimt. He was in the Indian Army — 
Madras cavahy, I believe. What do you think about the re¬ 
organizations in India, by the way. General? Some people 
say the latest concentrations of command are not working 
too well.’ _ _ , • j 

‘We want mobility, mobility, and yet more mobility, said 
General Conyers, ‘in India and everywhere else, more es¬ 
pecially since the Baghdad Agreement. If the Germans 
continue the railway,to Basra, that amounts to our recog¬ 
nizing the northern area of Mesopotamia as a German 
sphere of influence.’ 

‘Hov/ much does Mesopotamia matter?’ inquired my 
father, unaware that he w'ould soon be v/ounded there. ^ 

‘Depends on when and where Germany decides to attack. 
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‘That will be soon, you think?’ 

‘Between the Scylla of her banking system and the 
^^arybdis of her Socialist Part)', Geinnany has no alterna¬ 
tive.’ 

My father nodded respectfully, at tlie same time a trifle 
ironically. Although, in principle, he certainly agreed that 
war must come sooner or later — indeed, he was often saying 
it would come sooner — I am not sure that he truly believed 
his own words. He did not, in truth, much care for talking 
politics, national' or international, unless in the harmless 
form of execration of causes dishked by himself. Certainly 
he had no wish to hear strategic situations expressed in 
classical metaphor, \vith which he was not greatly at ease. 
He had merely spoken of the Indian Army as a preferable 
alternative to discussing the Stonehurst ‘ghosts’. The Gene¬ 
ral, however, showed no sign of wishing to abandon this 
new subject. 

One of these fine mornings the Germans will arrive over 
here,’ he said, ‘or walk into France. Can’t blame them if they 
do. Everyone is asking for it. We shall be squabbling with 
tile Irish, or having a coal strike, or watching cricket. In 
Prance, Cabinet Ministers will be calling each other out to 
duels, while their wives discharge pistols at newspaper 
editors. And when the Germans come, it will be a big show 
~ Glausewitz’s Nation in Arms.’ 

Able fellow, Glausewitz,’ my father conceded. 

‘You remember he said that war was in the province of 
chance?’ 

‘I do, General.’ 

_ ‘We are a great deal too fond of accepting that principle 
m this country,’ said General Conyers. ‘All the same, I 
^ank God for the mess we made in South Africa. That 
brought a few people to their senses. Even the Treasury.’ 

My father, equally unwilling to admit the Boer War to 
have been prosecuted wthout notable brilliance, or that the 
tight of reason or patriotism could penetrate, in however 
Jumble a degree, into the treasonable madhouse of the 
Treasury, did not answer. He gave a kind of half-sneer. 
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the threshold for a split second. Then she entered the room. 
She was naked. 

‘It’s always easy to be wise after the e\mnt.’ My mother 
used invariably to repeat that S3,ying ■when the incident was 
related - and it was to be related pretty often in years to 
come — implying thereby criticism of herself. Her •^vay was 
habitually to accept responsibilities which she considered 
by their nature to be her own, her firm belief being that 
most difficulties in life could be negotiated by tactful han¬ 
dling. In this case, she ever afterwards regarded herself to 
blame in having failed to notice earlier that morning that 
things were far from well with Billson. My mother had, it 
was true, suspected dxrring Iimcheon that something 
amiss, but by then such suspicion was too late. BHlsons 
waiting at- table that day had been perceptibly below - a 
mere parody of — her accustomed standard. Indeed, her 
shortcomings in that field had even threatened to mar the 
good impression otherwise produced on the guests by Al¬ 
bert’s cooking. Not only had she proffered vegetables to the 
General in a manner so entirely lacking in style that he 
had let fall a potato on the carpet, but she had also caused 
Mrs Conyers to ‘jump’ painfully — no doubt in unconscious 
memory of her father’s hoaxes - by dropping a large silver 
ladle on a Sheffield plate dish-cover. Later, when she brought 
in the coffee, Billson ‘banged down’ the tray as if it were 
red-hot, ‘scuttling’ from the room. _ ^ 

‘I made up my mind to speak to her afterwards about it, 
my mother said; ‘I thought she wasn’t looking at all well. 

, I knew she was a great malade imaginaire, but, after all, 

‘ she had seen the ghost, and her nerves are not at all good. 

It really is not fair, on servants to expect them to sleep in a 
haunted room, although I liave to myself. Where else could 
we put her? She can’t be more frightened than I am some¬ 
times. Then Aylmer Conyers stared at her so dreadfully 
v/ith those very bright blue eyes of his. I w^as not at all 
surprised that she was ner\mus. I was terrified myself that 
ke was going to begin asking her about the ghost, especially 
after she had made him drop the potatoes on tlie floor,’ 
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In short, Billson’s maladroitness had been judged to be , 
no more than a kind of minor derangement to be expected 
from her for at least twenty-four hours after her ‘experi¬ 
ence’, although, as I have said, listening in the first instance 
to the story about the ‘ghost’, my mother had been pleased, 
surprised even, by the calm with which Billson had spoken 
of the apparition. 

I really thought familiarity was breeding contempt,’ said ■ 
niy mother. ‘I certainly hoped so, with^ parlommaids so 
terribly hard to come by.’ 

Albert’s announcement of impending marriage was 
scarcely taken into account. Probably Billson’s passion for 
kim had never been accepted very seriously — as, indeed, 
few passions are by those not personally suffering from 
them. Possibly I myself knew more of it, from hints dropped 
by Edith, than did my mother. On top of everything, the' 
prospective arrival of Uncle Giles had distracted attention 
rom whatever else was happening in the house. However, 
even if the extent of Billson’s distress at Albert’s decision 
to many' had been adequately gauged - added, as it ^vere 
morally speaking, to the probable effect of seeing a ghost 
that morning - no one could have foreseen so complete, 
so deplorable, a breakdown. 

I thought it was the end of the world,’ my mother said. 

I'do not know to what extent she intended this phrase, 
so far as her ow'n amazement was concerned, to be taken 
iterally. Hy mother’s transcendental beliefs were direct, 
yet imaginative, practical, though possessing the simplicity 
ft complete acceptance. She may have meant to imply, no, 
more, no less, that for a second of time she herself truly 
)c leved the Last Trump (imheard in the dra\ving-i-obm) 
''td sounded in the kitchen, instantly metamorphosing Bill-' 
sou into one of tliose figures — risen from tlic tornb, given 
‘’P fy jbe sea, swept in from the ends of the earth - de- 
pictcd in primitive paintings of the Day of Judgement. If, 
00?^!' mother thought that, she must also have sup- 
Jtwful, cataclysmic division'from on High just 
‘ ’ taken place, violently separating Sheep f^-m Goats. 
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halr-grunt; I think my mother must have thought there had 
been enough talk of war for the time being, because she 
suggested a return to the house. The hour of luncheon %\'as 
in any case approaching. I departed to the nursery. 

‘Everyone’s in a taJdng today,’ said Edith, herself rather, 
ruffled when I arrived at table. ‘I don’t know what has come 
over the house. It’s all your Uncle Giles coming to stay 
without warning, I suppose. Albert says it’s just like him. 
.Now, don't begin raaldng a fuss because the gravy is too 
thick. I haven’t given you much of it.’ 

In the subsequent rather sensational events of the after¬ 
noon, I played no direct part. They were told to me later, 
piecemeal; most of the detail revealed by my mother only 
many years after. She herself could never repeat the story 
without her eyes filling with tears, caused partly by laughter, 
perhaps partly by other memories of that time. AU the 
.same, my mother always used to insist that there had been 
nothing to laugh about at the moment when the incident 
took place. Then her emotion had been shock, even fe^- 
The disturbing scene in question was enacted while Edith 
and I \vcre out for our traditional Sunday ‘walk’, which took 
its usual form that afternoon of crossing the Common. We 
were away from home about an hour and a half, perhaps 
two hours. Meanwhile, my parents and their guests had. 
moved from dining-room to drawing-room, after what w^ 
agreed later to rank as one of the best meals Albert had 
ever cooked. 

‘Aylmer Conyers does love his food,’ my mother used to 
say. . 

When announcing that fact, she would speak as if kindly 
laughter were the only possible manner of passing off 
hghtly so distressing a frailty in friend or relation. Indeed, 
the General’s pride in his own appreciation of the pleasures 
of the table v/as regarded by people like ray parents, m 
the fasliion of that day, as a tendency to talk rather more 
than was decent of eating and drinking. On this occasion he 
had certainly been full of praise for Albert. Possibly his 
eulogies continued too long entirely to please ray father, who 

5h 



grew easily tired of hearing another man, even his owm 
cook, too protractedly commended. Besides, apart from 
anything he might feel about the General, the impending 
arrival of Uncle Giles had justifiably set my father’s nerves 
on edge, in fact thoroughly upset him. As a result he w’^as 
very fretful by the middle of the afternoon. He freely ad¬ 
mitted that aftenvards; feeling, indeed, always ratlier 
proud of being easily irritated. Mrs Conyers and my mother 
come to the end of their gossip, had begun to discuss knitting 
techniques. Conversation betw'een the two men must have 
dragged, because the Genersil returned to Near Eastern 
affairs. 

We haven’t heard the last of Enver and his Yoimg Turks,’ 
be said. 


Not by a long chalk,’ agreed my father. 

You remember Skolieloff’s dictum?’ 

Quite so. General, quite so.’ 

. father rarely, if ever, admitted to ignorance. He could, 
m any case, be pretty certain of the calibre of any such 
quotation offered in the circmnstances. However, the Gen¬ 
eral was determined there should be no misunderstanding. 
The road to Constantinople leads through the Branden- 
burgerTor.’ 


■ My father had visited Munich,never Berlin.He was, there¬ 
fore, possibly unaware of the precise locality of the monu¬ 
ment to which Skobeloff referred. However, he could obvi¬ 
ously grasp the gist of such an assertion in the mouth of one 
be rightly judged to be a Russiaii general, linking the 
^horism immediately in his own mind with the recent 
furkish request for a German officer of high rank to re- 
orgmize the Ottoman forces. 

If Liman von Sanders —’ began my father. ■ ■ 

He never finished the sentence. The name of that mil- 
warily celebrated, endlessly ' discussed, internationally 
msputed, Britannically unacceptable, German General- 
j-nspector of the Turkish Army was caught, held, crystal- 
zed in mid-air. Just as the words left my father’s lips, the 
oor of the drawing-room opened quietly. Billson stood on 
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the threshold for a split second. Then she entered the room. 
btie was naked. 

It s always easy to be \wse after the e\'ent.’ My mother 
use invariably to repeat that saying when the incident was 
re ated — and it was to be related pretty often in years to 
come - implying thereby criticism of herself. Her way w^ 
habitu^Iy to accept responsibilities which she considered 
by their nature to be her own^ her firm belief being that 
most difficulties in life could be negotiated by tactful han- 
dling. In this case, she ever afterwards regarded herself to 
blame in having failed to notice earlier that morning that 
things were far from well with Billson. My mother had, it 
was true, suspected during luncheon that something ^vas 
amiss, but by then such suspicion was too late. BiUson’s 
waiting at table th'At day had been perceptibly below — a 
mere parody of — her accustomed standard. Indeed, her 
shortcomings in that field had even threatened to mar the 
good impression otherwise produced on the guests by Al¬ 
bert’s cooking. Not only bad she proffered vegetables to the 
General in a manner so entirely lacking in style that he 
had let fall a potato on the carpet, but she had also caused 
Mrs Conyers to ‘jump’ painfully - no doubt in unconscious 
memory of her father’s hoaxes — by dropping a large silver 
ladle on a Sheffield plate dish-cover. Later, when she brought 
in the coffee, Billson ‘banged down’ the tray as if it were 
red-hot, ‘scuttling’ from the room, 

‘I made up my mind to speak to her afterwards about it,’ 
my mother said. ‘I thought she v/asn’t looking at all well. 

• I knew she was a great malade imaginaire, but, after all, 
she had seen the ghost, and her nerves are not at aU good. 

It really is not fair, on servants to expect them to sleep in a 
haimted room, although I have to myself. Where else could 
v/e put her? She can’t be more frightened than I am some¬ 
times. Then Aylmer Conyers stared at her so dreadfully 
with those very bright blue eyes of his. I ivas not at all 
surprised that she was nervous, I was terrified myself that 
he was going to begin asking her about the ghost, especially 
after she had made him drop the potatoes on the floor.’ 
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In short, Billson’s maladroitness had been judged to be , 
no more than a kind of minor derangement to be expected 
from her for at least twenty-four hours after her ‘experi¬ 
ence’, although, as I have said, listening in the first instance 
to the story' about the ‘ghost’, my mother had been pleased, 
surprised even, by the calm with which Billson had spoken 
of the apparition. 

‘I really thought familiarity was breeding contempt,’ said 
my mother. ‘I certainly hoped so, with parlourmaids so 
terribly hard to come by.’ 

Albert’s announcement of impending marriage was 
scarcely taken into account. Probably Billson’s passion for 
lum had never been accepted very seriously — as, indeed, 
few passions are by those not personally suffering from 
them. Possibly I myself knew more of it, from hints dropped 
by Edith, tlian did my mother. On top of everything, the 
prospective arrival of Uncle Giles had distracted attention 
from ^vhatever else ivas happening in the house. However, 
even if the extent of Billson’s distress at Albert’s decision 


to many had been adequately gauged - added, as it were 
moi-ally speaking, to the probable effect of seeing a ghost 
that morning - no one could have foreseen so complete, 
so deplorable, a breakdown. 

‘I thought it was the end of the \vorId,’ my motlier said. 
I do not know to what extent she intended this phrase, 
so far as her oum amazement was concerned, to be taken 
utc-rally. My mother’s transcendental beliefs were direct, 
yot imaginative, practical, though possessing the simplicity 
‘'-ompleic acceptance. She may have meant to imply, no 
no less, that for a Second of time she herself tnily 
Last Trump (unheard in the drawing-room) 
•uid sounded in the kitchen, instantly metamorphb'iing Bill- 
into one of those figures - risen from the tomb, given 
'T swept in from the ends of the e.artli — de- 

hi piimitivc paintings of the D.ay of Judgement. If, 
ini.•'{■<}. jfjy thought that, she must also havf' ^up- 



depriving Billson of her raiment. No doubt my mother used 
only a figure of speech, but circumstances gave a certain 
aptness to the ihetaphor. 

‘Joking apart,’ my mother used to say, ‘it was a dreadful 
moment.’ 

There can be no doubt whatever that the scene was dis¬ 
turbing, terrifying, saddening, a moment that summarized, 
in the imclothed figure of Billson, human lack of coordina¬ 
tion and abandonment of self-control in the face of emotion¬ 
al misery. Was she determined, in the habit of neurotics, 
to try to make things as bad for others as for herself? In 
that, she largely succeeded. There seemed no solution for 
the people in the room, no way out of the problem so vio¬ 
lently posed by Billson in the shape of her own nude person. 
My father always confessed afterwards that he himself had 
beennitterly at a loss. He could throw no light whatever on 
the reason why such’a thing should suddenly have happened 
in his drawing-room, see no way of cutting short this 
imspeakable crisis. In telling — and re-telling - the high¬ 
lights of the story, he contributed only one notable phrase. 

‘She was stark,’ he used to say, ‘absolutely stark/ 

■ This was a relatively small descriptive ornament to the 
really vast saga that accumulated round the incident; at the 
same time, it was for some reason not without a certain 
narrative force.' 

‘I’ve come to give notice, m’m,’ Billson said. ‘I don t want 
to stay if Albert is leaving your service, and besides, m m, 

I can’t stand the ghosts no longer.’ 

Stonehurst, as I have said, was a ‘furnished’house, the 
furniture, together with pictures, carpets, curtains, all dis¬ 
tinctly on the seedy side, all part of the former home o 
people not much interested in what the rooms they lived in 
looked like. However, India, one way and another, provided 
a recurrent theme that gave a certain cohesion to an other¬ 
wise undistinguished, even anarchic style of decoration, n 
the hall, the brass gong was suspended from the hom or 
tusk of some animal; in the dining-room hung water-colors 
of the Ganges at Benares, the Old Fort at Calcutta, the Taj 
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Mahal; in the smoking-room, a small revolving bdokcase 
contained only four books: Marie Corelli’s Sotrows of 
Satan, St John Clarke’s Never to the Philistines, an illus¬ 
trated volume of light verse called Lays of Ind, a volume of 
coloured pictures of Sepoy uniforms; in the drawing-room, 
the piano was covered with a Kashimr shawl of some size 
and fine texture, upon which, in silver frames, photographs 
of the former owner of Stonehurst (wearing a pith helmet 
^ormounted Vidth a spike) and his family (flanked by Ind¬ 
ian sen'ants) had stood before being stowed away in a 
drawer. 

_ In human life, the individual ultimately dominates every 
situation, .however disordered, sometimes for better, some¬ 
times for worse. On this occasion, as usual, all was not 
lost. There was a place for action, a display of will. General 
Conyers took in the situation at a glance. He saw this to be 
no time to dilate further upon Turkish subjection to German 
intrigue. He rose —^ so the story went — quite slowly from his 
chair, made two steps across the room, picked up the Kash- 
niir shaivl from where it lay across the surface of the piano. 
Then, suddenly changing his tempo and turning quickly 
towardsBillson,heivrapped the shawl protectively round her. 

Where is her room?’ he quietly asked. 

-No one afterwards was ever very w'ell able to describe 
how he transported her along the passage, partly leading, 
p^ly carrying, the shawl always decently draped round 
Billson like a robe. The point" I repeat, was that action had 
Been taken, will-power brought into play. The spell cast by 
BiUson’s nakedness was broken. Life was normal again. 
Other people crowded round, eventually took charge. Mrs 
Gullick and Mercy appeared from somewhere. The doctor 
'^•as summoned. It w^as probably just as w^ell that Albert 
was having a nap in Iris room over at the stables, where 
Bracey, too, surrounded by saddlery, was prolonging his 
funny day’. By the time tliese two reappeared, the crisis 
"■as long at an end. Having taken the first, tlie essential 
^tep, General Conyers, like a military dictator, who, at tire 
close of a successful coup d'etat, freely transfers his power 
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to the civil authority^ now moved voluntarily into the back¬ 
ground. His 'mission was over^ the situation mastered. He 
could return to private life^ no more than the guest who 
happened to have been fortunate enough to find the oppor¬ 
tunity of doing his host and hostess a trifling good turn. 
That was' the line the General took about himself when aU 
was over. He would accept neither praise nor thanks. 

‘She made no trouble at all,’ he said. ‘More or less walked 
beside me — just as if we were going to sit out the next one 
in the conservatory.’ 

In fact he dismissed as laughable the notion that any diffi¬ 
culty at all attached to the management of Billson in her 
‘state’. To what extent this modest assessment of his own 
agency truly represented his experience at the time is hard 
to estimate. He may have merely preferred to speak of it m 
that careless manner from dandyism, an imwillingness to 
admit that anything is difficult. I have sometimes speculated 
as to how much the General’s so successful dislodgement of 
Billson was due to an accustomed habit of command oyer 
‘personnel’, how much to a natural aptitude for handling 
‘women’. He was, after all, known to possess some Kttk 
dexterity in the latter sphere before marriage circumscribed 
him. 

‘Ayhner Conyers couldn’t keep away from the women as 
a young man,’ Uncle Giles once remarked. ‘They say some 
fellow chaffed him about it at a big viceregal bun-fight at 
Delhi - Henry Wilson or another of those talkative begprs 
who later became generals — “Aylmer, my boy, this fello\s 
whoever he was, said, “you’re digging your grave in^ e 
with Mrs Roxborough-Brown and the rest of them, ® 
said. Conyers didn’t give a damn. Not a damn. Went on 

just the same.’ . 

Whether or not General Conyers would have done well to 
have heeded that warning, there can be little doubt ma 
some touch of magic in his hand provided Billson wit i a 
particle of what she sought, a small substitute for ® 

love, making her docile when led to her room, calming er 
later into sleep. Certainly he had shown complete disregar 
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lor tile risk of Jiiakin" a foo] of hini'^clf jn }>viblic. That is a 
merit women are perbap'^ quicker to aj)prcc!atc tlian men. 
Not tiwt Billson herself can be supposed to liavc .sat m 
judgement on such subtlclic.'^ at that_ uncomfortable mo¬ 
ment; yet even Bilison's disturbed .spirit must ha\c 
in some manner aware of a compelling force that bound 
her to submit ss'ithout protest to its arbi tration. 

‘I’ll just smoke another cigarette, if I may, said the 
General, when c.vcrything had been accomplished, tlien 
Bertha and 1 ie.aUy must set ofT in our motor-car. 1 vc got 
to tliink about getting down that hill.’ 

Edith and I relumed from the Sv.alk’ just at the mornent 
when General and birs Conyers %vcre lca\'ing. Their car ha 
paused at the gate. My parents had come to the end of the 
drive to see the guests safely dowm the hill, my father full of 
advice about gears and brakes. Naturally enough, there was 
still a certain air of disturbance about the whole part)'. Even 
the General looked flushed. When Edith and I appeared, 
nothing of course was said, there and then, about what ha 
taken place, but I could tell from my mother’s face that 
sonictliing very out of the way had happened. The rather 
forced laughter, the apologies to be heard, confirmed tliat. 
The events of the day w'crc by no means at an end, however, 
h'ly father opened the gate. The Conyers car began to move 
slowly forward. As it entered the road over a hump in the 
ground' making rather a jerk, an unexpected impediment 
was suddenly put in the General’s way. This was caused 
By a group of persons, unusually dressed, who were ap~ 
proacliing from the left. They were running towards us. It 
was Dr Trelawmey, followed by a pack of his disciples. Tliey 
must suddenly have appeared over the brow of the hill. 
Without pausing to get breath they w'ere now advancing up 
the road at a sharp pace, Dr Trelawney as usual leading. 
General Conyers, accelerating through the Stonehurst gate 
~ an awkward one to negotiate - wheeled left, taking the 
, comer in a wide arc, possibly owing to imperfect control of 
the steering. He had to apply his brake sharply to avoid col- 
hsloh. Dr Trelawney jumped quickly aside. He was not hit. 
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The car came to a standstill in the middle of the road. Gen¬ 
eral Conyers opened the door and jumped out with all his 
habitual energy of movement. At &st it might have been 
thought that he intended to call Df Trelawney to order for 
obstructing the highway in this manner, strike him, kill 
him even, like a dog. Some tremendous altercation seemed 
about to take place. In due course, violence was shown to 
be far from the General’s intention, although for a second 
or two, while he and Dr Trelawney stood facing each other, 
anything appeared possible. The same vivid contrast might 
have been expected, graphically speaking, as when the 
Military Policeman had ridden through Dr Trelawney s 
flock, like a hornet flying slowly through a swarm of moths. 
On tile contrary, this pair, so far from being brought into 
vivid physical and moral opposition, had the air of being 
linked together quite strongly by some element possessed 
in common. The General’s long, light ulster and helmet¬ 
like deerstalker. Dr Trelawney’s white draperies and san¬ 
dals, equally suggested temple ceremonial. The two of them 
might have'met on that high place deliberately for pubic 
celebration of some rite or sacrifice. At first neither said a 
word. That seemed an age. At last Dr Trelawney took the 
initiative. Raising his right arm slightly, he spoke in a low 
clear voice, almost in the accents of one whose very perfect 
enunciation indicates that English is not his native tonpie. 

‘The Essence of the All is the Godhead of the True. 

Then a very surprising thing happened. General Conyers 
gave an almost imperceptible nod, at the same time remov 
ing his hands from the pockets of liis ulster. ^ 

‘The Vision of Visions,’ he said, ‘heals the Blindness ol 

Sight.’ ^ ^ . 

By tliat time most of Dr Trelawney’s disciples had caug i 
up with their master. They now' clustered in tlie backgroun 
whispering together and staring at the car. Through its 
windscreen, Mrs Conyers gazed back at tliera a little ncr 
vously, perhaps again "fearing that some elaborate practical 
joke w'as being staged for her benefit. From the gate rny 
parents watclied the scene w’ithout approval. 
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‘Well, Trela\vTiey/ said the General, ‘I heard you ha 
come to live in this part of the world, but I never thought 
"we should have the luck to run across each other in this 
way.’ 

‘If you journey towards the Great Gate, you encounter 
the same wayfarers on the road.’ 

‘True enough, Trelawney, true enough.’ 

‘You eire approaching the Sublime Threshold.’ 

‘Do you tidnk so?’ 

'You should make good your promise to spend a rhythm¬ 
ical month under instruction, General. We have a vacancy 
in the house. There is no time like the present. You would 
be subjected to none but probationary exercises at first. 
Disciplines of the Adept would not be expected of you in the 
early days.’ 

‘Look here, Trelawney,’ said General Conyers, I m a 
busy man at the moment. Besides, I have a strong convic¬ 
tion I should not commit myself too deeply for the rest of 
the year. Just one of those feelings you have in your bones. 
I want to be absolutely mobile at the moment.’ 

Such instincts should be obeyed. I have heard others say 
the same recently. The portents are unfavourable. There is 

no doubt of that.’ 

I will wnte to you one of these days. Nothing I d like to 
see more than you and your people at work.’ 

At Play, General. Truth is Play.’ 

Give me a change of routine. Sort of thing I’m always 
^caning to do. Got very interested in such things in India. 
^odhisattvas and such like. Mahasatipatthana and all that 
reflection. However, we shall have to wait. Sure I’m right to 
much business on hand, anyway.’ 

. Business?’ said Dr Trelawney. ‘I think you need medita- 
^on. General, more than business. You must free the mind 
trom external influences. You must pursue Oneness - the 
Life.’ 

Sure you’re right about that too,’ said the General. ‘Abso- 
utely certain you are right. All the same, something tells 
me to let Oneness wait for tlie time being. That doesn’t 
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mean I am not going to think Oneness over. Not in tlie 
least.’ 

‘Think it over, you must. General. We know we are right. 
But first you must gain Spiritual Mastery of the Body.’ 

How long this unusual conversation would have con¬ 
tinued in front of the Stonehurst gate, if interruption had 
not taken place, is hard to say. It was brought to a close by 
a new arrival, wearing a straw hat and flannel suit, who 
pushed his way unceremoniously between a group of long¬ 
haired boys in short Grecian tunics, who were eyeing the 
car as if they would very much like to open the bonnet. Tins 
person had a small fair moustache. He carried a rolled 
umbrella and Gladstone bag. The strangeness of Dr Tre- 
lawney’s disciples clearly made no impression on him. 
He looked neither to the right nor to the left. The beings 
round him might just as well have been a herd of cows 
come to a stop in their amblings along the road. Instead 
of regarding them, he made straight for my parents, who at 
once offered signs of recognition. Here was Uncle Giles. 

‘Hope you did not mind my inviting myself at such short 
notice,’ he said, as soon as he had greeted my mother. ‘I 
wanted to have a word with /itm about the Trust.’ 

‘You know we are always delighted to see you, Giles,’ she_ 
said, probably even believing that true at the moment of 
speaking, because she always felt warmly towards hopeless 
characters like Uncle Giles when they were in difficulties. 
‘We live so far away from everything and everybody now¬ 
adays that it is quite an exception for you to have found' 
'Aylmer and Bertha Conyers lunching with us. They were 
driving away in their motor when —’ 

She pointed to the road, unable to put into words what 
was taking place. 

‘I see Aylmer standing there,’ said Uncle Giles, who still 
found nothing at all imusual in the presence or costume of 
the Trelawney community. ‘I must have a word with hmi 
before he leaves. Got a bit of news that might interest him. 

He is always veiy keen on what is happening on the Con¬ 
tinent. Interest you, too, I expect. I had quite a good journey 
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here. Wais lucky enough to catch the carrier. Took me - 
most to the foot of the hill. Bit of a climb, but here 
am.’ 

He turned to my father. 

'How are you?’ 

Uncle Giles spoke as if he were surprised not to fmd my 
father in hospital, indeed, in his coffin. 

‘Pretty well, Giles,’ said my father, with a certain rasp in 
his voice, ‘pretty well. How has the world been wagging with 
you, Giles?’ ■ ' 

That was a phrase my father tended to use when he was 
not best pleased; in any case his tone graded low as a wel¬ 
coming manner. ' 5 - j 

‘I wanted to have a talk about business matters, said 
Uncle Giles, not at all put out by this reception. ‘Mexican 
Eagles, among other things. Also the Limpopo Develoj^ent 
Scheme. There has been rather a crisis in my own affairs. 
I d like to ask your opinion. I value it. By the way, did I 
mention I heard a serious piece of news in Aldershot? 

What on earth were you doing in Aldershot? asked my 
faffier, speaking ivithout aUewating the irony of his tone. 

He must have seen that he was in for a bad time wath his 
brother. 

Had to meet a fellow' there. Soldiered together years ago. 
Knowledgeable chap. I’ll just go across now and have a 
brief word with Aylmer Conyers.’ 

Uncle Giles had set doiwi his Gladstone bag by the gate. 
With characteristic inability to carry through any plan of 
'^Paign, he w'as deflected from reaching tlie General by 
tile sight of Mrs Conyers sitting in the can She still looked 
rather nen-ous. Uncle Giles stopped and began talking to 
ber. By tiiis time General Conyers liimself must have 
noticed Uncle Giles’s arrival. He brought to an end his 
com-ersation r\ith Dr Trelawmey. 

W'elh Trelawney,’ he said, ‘I mustn’t keep you any 
longer. You will be wanting to lead your people on. hlustn’t 

take up alU-our day.’ 

On the contrary, General, the day - Avith its antithesis, 
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night - is but an artificial apportionment of what we art¬ 
lessly call Time.’ 

‘Nevertlieless, Trelawney, Time has value, even if arti¬ 
ficially apportioned.’ 

‘Then I shall expect to hear from you, General, when you 
wish to free yourself from bonds of Time and Space.’ 

‘You will, Trelawney, you will. Off you go now - at the 
double.’ 

Dr Trela-ivney drew himself up. 

‘The Essence of the' All is the Godhead of the True.’ 

The General replied with a jerk of his head. 

‘The Vision of Visions heals the Blindness of Sight.’ 

The words were scarcely finished before Dr Trelawney 
had again begun to hasten along the road, his flock trailing 
after him. A moment or two later, they were among the 
trees that concealed Gullick’s cottage, where the road be¬ 
came a track. Then the last of them, a very small, pathetic 
.child with a huge head, was finally lost to sight. No doubt 
they had reached the Common, were pursuing Oneness 
through the heather. Oneness perhaps also engaged the at¬ 
tention of General Conyers himself, because, deep in thought 
he turned towards the car. He stood there for a second or 
two, staring at the bonnet. Uncle Giles terminated his con¬ 
versation with Mrs Conyers. 

T was admiring your new motor-car. General,’ he said. 
‘Hope it is not bringing you as much trouble as most of 
them seem to cause their o^vners.’ 

Now that Dr Trelawney was out of the way, my parents 
moved towards the car themselves, perhaps partly to keep 
an eye on Uncle Giles in his relations with the General, 
still lost in reflection. ' _ 

‘Thought I’d better not introduce you,’ said General 
Conyers, straightening himself as they came up to 
‘One never knows how people may feel about a fellow like 
Trelaumey — especially if he lives in the neighbourhood. 
Not everybody cares for him. You hear some funny stories. 

I find him interesting myself. Nasty habits, some people 
' say.-Can’t believe a word he says, of colirse. We met lum 
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years ago with a fellow I used to know in the Buffs who d 
taken up yoga.’ „ 

The General lifted the starting-handle from the lloor 
of the car. ^ , 

‘Are you an expert in these machines, Giles?’ he asked. 
He used the tone of one speaking to a child, not at a 
the manner of an equal in which he had addressed me 
earlier-in the day. Knowing all about Uncle Giles, he was 
clearly determined not to allow himself to be irritated y 
• him. _ ^ 

‘Never driven one in my life,’ said Uncle Giles. Not 
too keen on ’em. Always in accidents. Soine royalty 
motor-car have been involved in a nasty affair today. 
the news in Aldershot. Fellow I went to see was told on the 
telephone. Amazing, isn’t it, hearing so soon. They’w just 
assassinated an Austrian archduke down in Bosnia. Did it 
today. Only happened a few hours ago.’^ 

Uncle Giles muttered, almost whispered these facte, 
speaking as if he were talking to himself, not at all in e 
voice of a man announcing to the world in general the close 
of an epoch; the outbreak of Armageddon; the birth of a 
new, uneasy age. He did not look in the least like the har- 
fjinger of the Furies. 

‘Franz-Ferdinand?’ asked General Conyers sharply. 
‘And his morganatic wife. Shot ’em both.’ 

^^hen did you say this happened?’ 

‘Tills afternoon.’ 

‘And they’re both dead?’ 

‘Both of them.’ 

‘There will be trouble about this,’ said the General. 
He inserted the starting-handle and gave several terrific 
turns. 

‘Bad trouble,’ he said. ‘They’ll have to postpone tomor¬ 
row night’s State Ball. Not a doubt of it. This was a 
Scwian, I suppose.’ 

They tliink so.’ 

Was he an anarchist?’ asked Mrs Conyers. 

One of those fellows,’ said Uncle Giles. 
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Mark my words/ said General Conyers, ‘this is a disas¬ 
ter. Well, the engine has started. We’d b^ter be off in case 
it stops again. Good-bye to you both, thank you again 
enormously. No, no, not another word. I only hope the 
whole matter settles down all right. Good-bye, Giles. Good¬ 
bye, Nicholas. I don’t at all like the news/ 

They went off down the hill. We all waved. My mother 
looked worried. 

‘I don’t like the news either/ she said. 

‘Let me carry your bag, Giles,’ said my father. ‘You’ll 
find things in la bit of a muddle in the house. One of the 
maids had an hysterical attack this afternoon.’ 

‘I don’t expect it’s too easy to get staff up here,’ said 
Uncle Giles. ‘Is Bracey still your servant? Albert still cook- 
ing for you? You’re lucky to have them both. Hope I see 
something of them. Very difficult to get yourself properly 
looked after these days. Several things I want to talk about. 
Rather an awkward situation. I think you may be able to 
help.’ 

The whole party was moving towards the house. Edith, 
who had been standing in the background, now detached 
me from the grown-ups. We diverged to the nursery. I sup¬ 
pose my father, in the course of the evening, helped to sort 
out the awkward situation, because Uncle Giles left the 
following day. No one yet realized that the Mute with the 
Bow-string stood at the threshold of the door, that, if they 
wanted to get anything done in time of peace, they must 
be quick about it. Already, the sands had almost run out. 
The doctor, for example, ordered a ‘complete holiday’ for 
Billson. Inquiries revealed that she had gone to rest in 
her room that afternoon, where, contemplating her trou¬ 
bles, she had fallen asleep to awaken later in a ‘state’, 
greatly disturbed, but about w'hich she could otherwise re¬ 
member little or nothing. No doubt one of those nervous 
shifts of control had taken place within herself, later to be 
closely studied, then generally regarded as a sudden dis¬ 
play of ‘dottiness’. It was, of course, agreed that she must 
go. Billson herself was insistent on tliat point. That dcci- 
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sion on both sides was to be expected. Although the story 
passed immediately into legend, surprisingly little fuss was 
made about it at the time. A few days later - while- the 
chancelleries of Europe entered into a ferment of 
- Billson, escorted by- Edith, quietly travelled to Suffolk, 
where her family could take care of her for a time. Left 
alond with xny mother during Edith’s absence from home 
on that occasion, I first heard a fairly full and reliable ac¬ 
count of the story, fragments of which had, of course, al¬ 
ready reached me in more or less garbled versions, from 
other sources. A long time passed before all the refinements 
of the saga were recorded and classified. 

I do not know for certain what happened to Billson. 
Even my mother, with all her instinct for not losing touc 
ivith the unfortunate, lost sight of her during the war. More 
than thirty years later, however, what may have bera a 
clue took shape. When Rosie Manasch - or R-OSie Udall, 
^ she had then become — used to hold a kind of salon in 
Eer house in Regent’s Park, she often told stories of a 
daily’ she had employed during or just after the war, a 
former parlourmaid of the old-fashioned kind, who hked 
to talk about the people for whom she had worked. By then 
she was called ‘Doreen’, and said she was nearly seventy. 

'She looked years younger/ Rosie said^ perhaps in her 
fifties. A man behaved badly to her. I could never make 
if he was a butler or a chef. She also had some rather 
good ghost-stories when she was'on form*’ ^ 

It was all too complicated to explain to Rosie, but this 
legendary lost love might well have been Albert incorpo¬ 
rated — in the way myths are formed — with Billson s earlier 
disappointment’, Albert himself, as might be expected, 
^as greatly outraged by Billson’s behaviour that Sunday 
aftemoonj even though he himseK had suffered no incon¬ 
venience from the immediate circumstances of her ‘break¬ 
down’. 

'I told you that girl would go off her crumpet,’ he said 
^^e than once afterwards. 

doubt a series of ‘funny days’ would normally have 
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who was, therefore^ a famifiar figure to me - at least In 
song and story — although I had myself only seen Sir Mag¬ 
nus twice: once at a party of Mrs Andi'iadis, which I had 
attended quite fortuitously,* a second time, spending a 
week-end with the Walpole-WiJsons, \vhen I had been taken 
over to Stourwater. Later on, one heard gossip about 
a jo/te laide (in contrast with the ‘pretty girls’ Moreland 
had adumbrated at the Hay Loft) with whom Sir Magnns 
used occasionally to appear. She %vas called Matilda Wil¬ 
son, said to he an actress. Sir Magnus and Matilda had 
parted company — at least were no longer seen together 
in public — by the time Moreland first met her. After¬ 
wards, w'hen Matilda became Moreland’s wife, I used 
sometimes to wonder whether Moreland himself ever 
recalled that Hay Loft conversation. If so, rather naturally, 
he never returned to the subject 

I think it would be true to say of Moreland that, up to a 
point, he did live with intensity. He worked hard at sea¬ 
sons, at others, concentrated whole-heartedly on amusing 
himself. This was within the limitations of the diffidence 
that enclosed him in dealings with women. There coma 
be no doubt that Matilda herself had taken the decision 
that they should marry. Bamby used to say that women al¬ 
ways take that decision. In any case, Matilda liked taking 
decisions. This taste of hers suited them both at the be¬ 
ginning of their married life, because Moreland was wholly 
without it, except where his own work was concerned.' 

‘The arts derive entirely from taking decisions,’ he used 
.to say, ‘That is why they make such unspeakably burden¬ 
some demands on all who practise them. Having taken the 
decisions music requires, I want to be free of all others.’ 

Moreland’s childhood - since I have spoken at some 
length of childhood — had been a very different affair from 
my owm. In the first place, music, rather than militaiy' 
matters, had been regarded as the normal preoccupation 
of those round him in the house of his aunt who brought 
him up. I raean music was looked upon there not only as 
an art, but also as the familiar means of earning a livdi- 
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hood. In my owm home, the arts, to some very considerable 
extent respected, were not all regarded in that essentially 
matter-of-fact, no-nonsense, down-to-earth manner. W en 
my father was attached to a cavalry regiment at Brig ton 
before we moved to Stonehurst, my parents might attend 
an occasional concert at the Pavilion; meet Mr Deacon 
there, afterwards visit his flat. They would even be aware 
that Mr Deacon was a ‘bad’ painter. At the same time, 
painting, ‘good’ or ‘bad’ - like music, sculpture, ^ writ¬ 
ing and, of course, acting — would immutably remain or 
them an unusual, not wholly desirable, profession for an 
acquaintance. Indeed, a ‘good’ painter, certairily a. well- 
known ‘modern’ painter (even though ‘modernism iri t e 
arts was by no paeans frowned upon by my father), would be 
considered even more of a freak than Mr Deacon hirrwe , 
since being ‘well-known’ was, by its very nature, something 
ef a social aberration. It was in Mr Deacons Brig _t^^^ 
fiat that he produced those huge pictures that might 
have been illustrations to Miss Orchard’s lessons about the 
gods of Olympus. Mr Deacon, in the words of his great 
hero, Walt Whitman, used to describe them as the rh^h-^ 
mic myths of the Greeks, and the strong legends of the Ro¬ 
mans’. The Furies were probably never represented by his 
brush, because Mr-Deacon shunned'what Dicky Umfraville 
used always to call ‘the female form divine’. 

In the household of Moreland’s aunt, on the other hand, 
although there might be no money to spare - keeping solvent 
in itself rather a struggle - relatively celebrated persons * 
flourished, so to speak, just round the corner. Moreland- 
- niself rather reluctantly agreed that some of the musi¬ 
cians 'who turned up there were ‘quite famous, even if 
the^ writers and painters ‘showed an abysmal lack oftal-' 
jnt’. ‘Modernism’ in the arts, if not much practised,- was 
freely discussed. Life was seedy; it was also conducted on 
^ plane in general more grown-up, certainly more easy¬ 
going, than existence at Stonehurst; for that matter at any 
o the other ever-changing residences I had kiiown as a 
child. For Moreland, the weir had been no more than a' 
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speaking for myself. I get the woret of all worlds, failing 
to have the people I love, wasting time over the others^ 
whom I equally fail to have? 

You should commit a crime passionnel to liven things 
up.’ 

^ When I read about crimes passionnels in the papers/ 
said Moreland, scraping his plate from which the last ves- 
' tige of egg had already been long removed, ‘I am struck 
not by the richness of the emotions, but by &eir desperate 
poverty. On the surface, the people concerned may seem 
to live with intensity. Underneath, is an abject egotism 
and lack of imagination.’ 

‘Stendhal did not think so. He said he would rather his 
wife tried to stab him twice a year than greeted him every 
evening with a sour face.’ 

‘Still, he remained tmmarried. I’ve no doubt my own ^v’ife 
wll do both. Besides, Stendhal was equally keen on the 
glance, the kiss, the squeeze of the hand. He was not really 
taken in by the tyraimy of action.’ 

‘But surely some crimes passionnels are fascinating. Sup¬ 
pose one of his girls murdered Sir Magnus Donners m 
fantastic circumstances — I leave the setting to your own 
fevered imagination.’ 

‘Nov/, Sir Afagnus Donners,’ said Moreland. ‘Is he a 
man of action? In the eyes of the world, certainly. But does 
he, in fact, live intensely?’ 

‘Like Stendhal, he has never married.’ 

‘Hardly a sine qua non of action,’ said Moreland, now 
rubbing the plate with a lump of bread. 

‘But a testing, experience, surely. The baronet’s ^viie s 
subsequent married life with the gamekeeper opens up 
more interesting possibilities than any of their adulterous 
frolics.’ 

T>. H. Lawrence’s ideas about sexual stimulation,’ said 
Moreland, ‘strike me as no less uiueal - no less artificial, 
if you prefer - than any attributed to Sir Magnus Don¬ 
ners. Suburban, narcissistic daydreams, a phallic never- 
never-Iand for middle-aged women. However, that is beside 
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the point, \s'hich is that I grant, wntliin the sphere of mar- 
nage and family life, Sir Magnus has not lived intensely. 
Setting marriage aside, on the odier hand, he has built up 
a huge fortune, risen to all but the highest peaks in politics, 
appreciates the arts in a coarse but perfectly genuine man¬ 
ner, always has a succession of pretty girls in tow. Is he to 
^ styled no man of action because he has never married. 
The proposition is absurd. After all, we are not marrie 
Ourselves.’ 

And, what’s more, must cease to live intensely. It s near¬ 
ly three o’clock.’ 

So it is. How time flies.’ 
gaining, too.’ 

And the buses have stopped.’ ‘ ^ 

We \vill return to action on another occasion. 
Certainly, we wiU.’ 

The interest of this conversation, characteristic of More- 
nnd in a discursive mood, lay, of course, in the fact that 
he subsequently married Matilda Wilson, one of Sir Mag¬ 
nus’s ‘girls’. The modest account he gave during this dis¬ 
cussion at the Hay Loft of his own exploits at that period 
probably did Moreland less than justice. He was not unat¬ 
tractive to women. At the same time, his own romantic ap¬ 
proach to emotional relationships had already caused him 
^ take some hard knocks in that very knockabout sphere. 

t the moment when we were eating bacon-and-eggs, nei¬ 
ther Moreland nor I had yet heard of Matilda. In those 
I think, she had not even come the way of Sir Mag¬ 
nus himself. In fact, that was about the stage in her life 
when she was married to Carolo, tlie violinist, a marriage 
undertaken when she was very young, lasting only about 
^ eighteen months. However, ‘the great industrialist’ - as 
harnby used to call Sir Magnus - was already by then 
one of Moreland’s patrons, having commissioned him not 
ong before to wite the incidental music for a highbrow 
m which had Bonners’ backing. Bainby, too, was be¬ 
ginning to sell his pictures to Sir Magnus at about that 
Bamby often talked about ‘die great industrialist’, 
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It is^ odd to think that only fourteen or fifteen years after 
leaving Stonehurst, essentially a haunt of childhood, I 
should have been sitting with Moreland in the Hay Loft, 
essentially a haimt of maturity: odd, in that such an ap* 
palling volume of unavoidable experience had to be packed 
into the intervening period before that historical neces¬ 
sity could be enacted. Perhaps maturity is not quite the 
word; anyway, childhood had been left behind. It was early 
one Sunday morning in the days when Moreland and I 
first knew each other. We were discussing the roots and 
aims of action. The Hay Loft — now no more — was an 
establishment off the Tottenham Court jR.oad, where those 
kept up late by business or pleasure could enjoy rather es¬ 
pecially good bacon-and-eggs at any hour of the night. 
Rarely full at night-time, the place remained closed, I 
thi^j during the day. Certainly I never heard of anyone s 
eating there except in the small hours. The waiter, white- 
haired and magisterial, a stage butler more convincing 
than any to be found in private service, would sen'e the 
bacon-and-eggs with a flourish to sulky prostitutes, who, 
nocturnal liabilities at an end, infiltrated the supper-room 
towards dawn. Moreland and I bad come from some party 
in the neighbourhood, displeasing, yet for some reason har 
to vacate earlier. Moreland had been talking incessanuy 
— by then a trifle incoherently — on the-theme that action. 
stemming from sluggish, invisible sources, moves towar 5 
destinations no less indefinable. ^ . . 

‘If action is to be one’s aim,’ he was saying, ‘then is it 
action to wTite a symphony satisfactory to oneself, whic t 
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no one else wants to perform, or a comic song every 
errand-boy whistles? A bad example — a comic soi^, 
obviously. Nothing I should like to do better, if I had me 
talent. Say some ghastly, pretentious half-baked imitation 
of Stravinsk 7 that makes a hit and is hailed as gemus. We 
^ow ifs bad art. That is not the point. Is it action? Or 
w that the point? Is art action, an alternative to action, the 
onemy of action, or nothing whatever to do Wth action. 

I have no objection to action. I merely find it impossible to 
locate.’ 

Ask the Surrealists. They are keen on action. Their ma^ 
had a photograph on the cover the other day with 
fhe caption; One of our contributors insulting n priest. 

‘Exactly,’ said Moreland. ‘Violence revolt - sweep 
3^way the past. Abandon bourgeois values. Don’t be a 
oner of outworn dogmas. I’m told on all sides that s how 
one should behave, that I must five intensely. Besides, the 
nbomnable question of musical interpretation eternally be- 
a composer’s life. What could make one brood on 
action more than a lot of other people taking over when 
! nomes to performance, giving the rendering of the work 

c^sympathetic to yourself?’ , 

ou might say that happens in love, too, when the other 
Pci^on takes charge of the performance in a manner un- 
lictic to yourself.’ 

AU right,’ said Moreland, ‘love, then. Is it better to 

‘nve somebody and not have them, or have somebody and 

them? I mean from the point of view of action — 

intensely. Does action consist in having or loving? 

having - naturally - it might first appear. Loving is 

3«st emotion, not action at all. But is that correct? I’m not 
sure. 


^ *inestioir Bamby would consider absurd. 

^ .^evei^eless, I put it to'you. Can the mere haver be 
Th intensely than tlie least successful lover? 

wh h to live with intensity. Or is action only 

cn you _ loving and having - leaving 

> money on, so to speak, like a double-event m racing. 
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o^s - just to show they had to be forced to join.’ 
GuIIickj silentj elderly, wizened, himself too old to be 
called to the colours except in the direst need, nodded 
S^ly, showing no disposition to dissent from the mena- 
cuig possibilities put forward. 

. soon be a married man too,’ said Albert, groan¬ 

ing aloud. 


, However, like my father. Uncle Giles and General Gon- 
icrs, Albert survived the war. He spent melancholy years, 
cooking in some large canteen, where there was no altema- 
ive to producing food at a level painful to his own stan- 
ard^ When peace came at last, he felt, perhaps justly, 
atT suffered as much as many who had performed, 

le^t outwardly, more onerous acts of service and sacri- 
ce. He used to write to my mother every Christmas. The 
V niarriage turned out - as Albert himself put it — 
l^han most’. It appeared, indeed, better than many. 

. were less fortunate. Bracey’s ‘funny days’ came to 
^ end- when he was killed in the retreat 


or, as we 


ould now say, the withdrawal — from Mons. The 
enwicks’ father was killed; Mary Barber’s father was killed; 
c Vaughan’s father \vas killed; the Westmacott 
vins father was killed. Was the Military Policeman who 
se to jog across the heather killed? Perhaps his duties 
^.^'vay from the line. Did the soldier who chopped 
i ^ jigger-finger save his own life by doing so? It is an ■ 
question. Dr Trelawney gave up his house. Edith 
Mrs Gullick that she had heard as a fact that 

Sto h ^ ®Py Hie Tower of London. We left 

1 onenurst and its ‘ghosts’, inexplicably mysterious bunga- 

other inexplicable mysteries of life and 
tro W i ^cver heard whetlier subsequent occupants were , 
whit hillson and otliers had been troubled, by tall 

hoo(^ spectres, uncomfortable invisible presences. Ghild- 
suddenly, even rather bnitally, to a close. 
diH l^ave kept out tlie suffragettes: they 

effectively exclude the Furies. 


who was, therefore, a familiar figure to me - at least in’ 
song and story — although I had myself only seen Sir Mag¬ 
nus twice: once at a party of Mrs Andriadis, which I had 
attended quite fortuitously; a second time, spending a 
week-end with the Walpole-Wilsons, when I had been taken 
over to Stourwater. Later on, one heard gossip about 
a jolie laide (in contrast with the ‘pretty girls’ Moreland 
had adumbrated at the Hay Loft) with whom Sir Magnus 
used occasionally to appear. She was called Matilda Wil¬ 
son, said to be an actress. Sir Magnus and Matilda had 
parted company — at least were no longer seen together 
in public — by the time Moreland first met her. After¬ 
wards, when Matilda became Moreland’s wife, I used 
sometimes to wonder whether Moreland himself ever 
recalled that Hay Loft conversation. If so, rather natmally, 
he never returned to the subject, 

I think it would be true to say of Moreland that, up to a 
point, he did live with intensity. He worked hard at sea¬ 
sons, at others, concentrated whole-heartedly on amusing 
himself. This was within the limitations of the diffidence 
that enclosed him in dealings with women. There could 
be no doubt that Matilda herself had taken the decision 
that they should marry, Bamby used to say that women al¬ 
ways take that decision. In any case, Matilda liked tabng 
decisions. This taste of hers suited them both at the be¬ 
ginning of their married life, because Moreland was ^vholly 
without it, except where his own work was concerned. 

‘The arts derive entirely from taking decisions,’ he used 
,to say. ‘That is wliy they make such unspeakably burden¬ 
some demands on all who practise tliem. Having taken me 
decisions music requires, I -want to be free of all others. 

Moreland’s childhood - since I have spoken at some 
length of childhood — had been a very' dififerent affair from 
my own. In the first place, music, rather than mihtar) 
matters, had been regarded as the normal preoccupation 
of those round him in the house of his aunt who brougih 
him up. I mean music "w'as looked upon there not onl) 
an art, but also as the familiar means of earning a iivch- 
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hood. In my bwn home, the arts, to some very considerable 
extent respected, \vere not all regarded in that essentially 
naatter-of-fact, no-nonsense, down-to-earth manner. When 
my father was attached to a cavalry regiment at Brighton 
before we moved to Stonehurst, my parents might attend 
sn occasional concert at the Pavilion j meet Mr Deacon 
there, aftenvards visit his flat. They would even be aware 
that Mr Deacon was a ‘bad’ painter. At the same time, 
minting, ‘good’ or ‘bad’ - like music, sculpture, writ¬ 
ing and, of course, acting — would immutably remain for 
them an unusual, not "wholly desirable, profession for an 
acquaintance. Indeed, a ‘good’ painter, certainly ^a^ well- 
hnown ‘modern’ painter (even though ‘modernism’ in the 
nrts was by no means frowned upon by my father), would be 
considered even more of a freak than Mr Deacon himself, 
since being ‘well-known’ was, by its very nature, something 
cf a social aberration. It was in Mr Deacons’ Brighton 
h^-t that he produced those huge pictures that might 
have been illustrations to Miss Orchard’s lessons about the 
pds of Olympus. IMr Deacon, in the words of his great 
hero, Walt Whitman, used to describe them as ‘the rhyth-^ 
imc myths of the Greeks, and the strong legends of the Ro- 
mans’. The Furies were probably never represented by his 
brush, because Mr Deacon shunned’what Dicky Umfraville 
used always to call ‘the female form divine’. 

In the household of Moreland’s aunt, on the other hand, 
although there might be no money to spare - keeping solvent 
^ Itself rather a struggle - relatively celebrated persons i 
Nourished, so to speak, just round .the corner. Moreland 
uimself rather reluctantly agreed that some of the musi¬ 
cians -who turned up there were ‘q-uite famous’, ^even if 
tbe waiters and painters ‘showed an abysmal lack of tal- 
uut ‘Modernism’ in the arts, if not much practised, was 
leely discussed. Life was seedy; it was also conducted, on 
^ plane in general more grown-up, certainly more' easy- 
dian existence at Stonehurst; for that matter at any 
ever-changing residences I had known as a 
d. For Moreland, the war had been no more than a 
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mysteriouSj disturbing inconvenience in the background, 
the disagreeable cause to which indifferent or inadequate 
food was always attributed. It was not the sudden conver¬ 
sion into action of an idea already to a great extent famil¬ 
iar — even tliough the stupendous explosion of tliat idea, 
rendered into action, had never wholly ceased to ring in 
one’s ears. These were not the only dissimilarities of up¬ 
bringing. From an early age, Moreland was looked upon 
by his aunt, and everyone else in their circle, as a boy des¬ 
tined to make a brilliant career in music. Even his child¬ 
hood had been geared to that assumption. My own more 
modest ambition - not, as it happened, particularly en¬ 
couraged by my parents - was to become a soldier. That 
obviously entailed a divergent manner of regarding one¬ 
self. In so far as we ever compared notes about our respec¬ 
tive environments in early life, Moreland abvays maintained 
thatmine sounded the stranger of the two. 

‘Ours was, after all, a very bourgeois bohemianism,’ he 
used to say. ‘Attending the Chelsea Arts Ball in absolu¬ 
tely historically correct Renaissance costume was regaided 
as the height of dissipation by most of the artists wc knew. ^ 
Your own surroundimrs were far more bizarre.’ 

^ J 

Perhaps he was right. What Moreland and I pos'fv/ra 
unexpectedly in common, however, was on the whole moie 
remarkable than these obvious contrasts. ^V'ith onl) ^ 
montli or two betv,'ccn our ages, some accumulation^ o. 
shared experience v/as natural enough: tlie dog following 



for the eyes of young persons, had been allowed to attend 
that primitive of cinematographic art, the film version o 
Dante’s Inferno. Later, less explicably, Doth had taken a 
passionate interest in the American Civil War and the 
Dreyfus Case, poring over pictures of those two very is 
similar historical events wherever their scenes and 
characters could be found illustrated. There were ato 
aesthetic prejudices in common: animosity towards . 
Ballantyne’s The Coral Island, capricious distaste tor 
Raphael’s La Madonna della Sedia in framed oval repro 
Auction. 

One of these altogether unwarrantable items in this eccen¬ 
tric scrapbook of faded mementoes that Moreland an 
seemed to have pasted up together in the nursery (thong 
Moreland always denied having had a nursery, certai y a 
aurse) was a precocious awareness of Dr Trelawney, or 
‘the Doctor’ - as Moreland liked to call him - had never 
in fact, suffered the fate, attributed to him by rs 
Gullick, of being shot in the Tower. Moreland’ s Trelawney 
experiences had been acquired earlier than my own, 

- still young enough to experience the same uneasy ri , 
farming, yet enjoyable, at the thought of his menacing 

shadow. 

^ ‘I used to hear about Trelawney long before I saw him, 
Moreland said. ‘One of the down-at-heel poets we knew 
' 'vas a friend of his - indeed, the two of them were said 
to have enjoyed the favours of succubi together out on me 
^tral Plane, I first set eyes on him when we were living 
in rooms at Putney. The time is fixed in my mind because of 
^ hit of trouble with the landlady. The fact was my aunt 
bought tickets for a concert with money that ought 
to have gone in paying the rent. Trelawney was pointed 
to me that afternoon in the Queen’s Hall. He has 
tonsical interests, you know — I may add, of the most ba- 
kmd. I remember the wonderfully fraudulent look on 
his face as he sat listening to Strauss’ Death and Transfigu- 
ration, dressed in a black cape, hair down to his shoulders, 
lather like photographs of Rasputin.’ 
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‘He must have changed his style since my day. Then 
he was a more outdoor type, .with classical Greek over¬ 
tones.’ 

‘Trclawney was always changing his style — even Ins 
name, too, I believe, which is, of course, no more Tre- 
lawney than my o\vn is. Nor does anyone know why he, 
should be addressed as Doctor. What was more exciting, 
my aunt knew a girl who - to use her own phrase - fell 
into his clutches. She was said to be a promising pianist. 
That must have been before I w'ent to the Royal College, 
because I remember being more impressed by the idea of 
a female pianist who %vas promising, than I should have 
been after emerging from that famous conservatoire.’ 

‘What happened to the girl?’ 

‘Rather dreadful. She cast herself from a Welsh moun¬ 
tain-top — Trela%vney had a kind of temple at that thjie^ 
in a remote farmhouse in North Wales, There was quite 
a scandal. He ^vas attacked in one of the Sunday papers. It 
passed off, as such attacks do,’ 

‘What had he done to the girl?’ 

‘Oh, the usual things, I suppose - no doubt less usual 
ones, too, since Trelawney is an unusual man. In any case, 
possibilities are so limited even for a thaumaturge. The 
point was her subsequent suicide. There was talk of name¬ 
less rites, drugs, disagreeable form of discipline - the sort 
of thing that might rather appeal to Sir Magnus Donners. 

‘Did you ever meet Trelawney yourself?’ 

‘When I first knew Maclintick, who numbered among 
his acquaintances some of the most unlikely people, he 
offered to take me to see the Doctor, then living in Shep' 
herd’s Bush. In principle, Maclintick disapproved of per 
sons like that, but he and Trelawney used to talk German 
philosophy together. They had been educated at the same 
German university — Bonn, I think — and it was a type 
of conversation hard to obtain elsewhere.’ 

‘Did you go?’ . 

‘Somehow, I never found myself in the mood. I fel i 
might be embarrassing. 
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Oisive jemiesse 
A tout asservie 
Par delicatesse 
J^ai perdu ma vie. 


That was me in those days.’ 

I shouldn’t have thought much delicacy was required 
where Dr Trelawney was concerned.’ 

My own occult interests are so sketchy. I’ve just thumbed 
over Dogme et Rituel de la Haute Magie. Never partici- 
p3-ted m a Black Mass in my life, or as much as received an 
invitation to a witches’ Sabbath.’ 

But I thought Dr Trelawney was more for the Simple 
lie, with a touch of yoga thrown in. I did not realize he 
""^^^^oimitted to aU this sorcery.’ 

^^or you knew him, he must have moved further to 
. ®^oft - or would it be to the Right? Extremes of pol- 
such a tendency to merge.’ 

. ^I'oiawney must be getting on in age now - Gagliostro 
to though he has avoided incarceration up 

will happen to people like him as the world 
find^ standardization?'Will they cease to be bom, or 

s jobs in other professions? I suppose there will always 
tiotf ^ iunn with first-class magical qualifica- 


conversation, too, had taken place long before 
in married. I recalled it, years later, reading 

thaf paper a letter from Dr Trelawney protesting 

in n reviewer (Mark Members, as a matter of fact), 

tilee^ ^^^cntly published work on prophecy and sor- 

liffM 'vhich the author approached the subject in the 
q£ p psychiatry and telepathy, had confused the sayings 
livel^^^^/^-^^ Nostradamus. This letter (provoking a 
nev’f Members) was composed in Dr Trelaw- 

it ®^crid manner. I wondered if Moreland would 
first ^ ^ ^ time since we had met. When we were 

arned, Moreland and Matilda, Isobel and I, used 


fi3 


thf k" T“;"- =“ Poppy’s 

hi f no longer. They seemed to form 

r#^mr>f penodj distinct and definable, even though less 

infinitely distant days when More- 
laiM and I had loitered about Soho together. 

lo explain why you see less of a friend, though there 
as een no quarrel, no gradual feeling of coldness, is not 
a w^ays easy. In this case, the drawing apart seemed to date 
trom the time when something had been ‘on’ between More- 
an and Isobel s sister, Priscilla. During that period, ivith 
Moreland s own marriage in the balance, we had seen little 
or not mg of him, because the situation was inevitably an 
aw ward one. Now, the Morelands, seemed to have settled 
down agin pretty well; Priscilla was married to Chips 
ovell. However, married life must always be a little dif- 
lerent after an upheavel of that kind. With the Morelands, 
certain changes were observable from the outside; within, 
g doubt even more radical adjustments had taken place. 
Aow, as a matter of course, Matilda accepted such parts 
as she could obtain as an actress. She had made some suc- 
gss in the role of Zenocrate in Marlowe’s Tamhurlaine the 
Great. She w^as often away from home for weeks at a time. 
Moreland himself, moving inexorably into a world ex¬ 
clusively musical in its interests, spent increasing periods 
working in his room. Xhat was at first the -reason why we 
less of him than ever, even after, the business with 
Priscilla had come to an end. By that time, as easily hap¬ 
pens, the habit of regular meetings had already passed. 

We would sometimes talk on the telephone or run across 
each other casually. Then a further barrier ■was raised, 
when, to the surprise of his friends, Moreland announced 
that'hc had decided to leave Londor^, 

I m not going to settle in the country for ever,’ he said, 
just retreat for a time from the telephone.’ 

Moreland, dependr-f,/ for most of his social life on 
restaurants and bars, had never been a great hand at 
entertaining in his o\vn house. Accordingly, after the move, 
contact ceased almost entirely. That was, in any case, a 
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decidedly eerie period in which to be living. Unlike the 
Stonehurst epoch. %vhcn. whntcvci' jocular references to a 
German invasion might be made by persons like Bracey, 
'rar had come for most people utterly without warning — 
like being pushed suddenly on a winter’s day into a swirling 
whirlpool of ice-cold water by an acquaintance, unpredict¬ 
able perhaps, but not actively homicidal — ^var was now 
materializing in slow motion. Like one of the Stonehurst 
'ghosts’, war towered by the bed %vhen you a^voke in the 
morning; unlike those more transient, more accommodat¬ 
ing spectres, its tall form, so far from dissolving immediate- 
iyj remained, on the contrar)', a looming, menacing shape 
of ever greater height, ever thickening density. The grej^ 
flickering sequences of the screen show^ed with increased 
persistence close-ups of stocky demagogues, fuming, gestici> 
lating, stamping; oceans of raised forearms; steel-helmeted 
men tramping in column; armoured veliicles rumbling over 
the pave of broad boulevards. Crisis was unremitting, cata¬ 
clysm not long to be delayed. . , 

Such an atmosphere was not at all favourable to writing 
novels, the activity wliicli chiefly occupied my own thoughts, 
one that may require from time to time'some more or 
less powerful outside stimulus in the life of a writer, but 
needs, in between any such disturbances, long periods • of 
comparative calm. Besides, the ancillaries of a writer s pro¬ 
fession, the odd jobs that make such an existence financial¬ 
ly surmountable, were at diat period in by no means a 
flourishing condition. I was myself in lowish water and, 
'vhat was worse, found it difficult, almost impossible, to 
Work on a book while waiting for the starting pistol. Even 
hips Lovellj who possessed relatively well-paid employ- 
ment on a newspaper (contributing to a column of inno- 
almost self-respecting ‘gossip’), ‘lived, like others 
m Fleet Street, in recurrent fear of being told his services 
'vere redundant. / ' 

Since Chips had married Priscilla, he had shoyra signs 
of turning into a model husband. Some peop’ .^regarded 
mm as an incurably raffish young man,- the 



interest he had always taJcen in the affairs of his rnany rela¬ 
tions became redoubled, growing almost feverish in its 
intensity. He attended marriages, christenings, funerals y 
if his life depended on it, as, indeed, to some^ extent it did,. 
since he w'ould usually introduce later into his column dis¬ 
creet reference to such ceremonies. The trifles Chips offered 
the public were on the whole inoffensive enough, sometimes 
even of general interest. All the same, not everyone approve 
of them; Isobel’s eldest sister, Frederica Budd, wiio, 
since the recent death of the Tollands’ stepmother, Lady 
Warminster, more than ever felt herself custodian o 
family’s moral and social standards, found Chips s para¬ 
graphs’ particularly vexatious. In any case Frederica did 
not much care for Chips, although she, and ^ j 

had to admit that his marriage to PrisciUa 
a success. The Lovells had a baby; Pnscilla 
quieter, some complained a little sadder, but a ^ 
time her looks had improved, so that now c°^ 
be called a ‘beauty’. Since Moreland had long ^e 
himself almost entirely from the kind of q. ’ 

Chips Lovell liked to move - was to some 
fessionally committed - the two couples , Chips, 

a meeting would certainly not have em^a^^^d C^ps, 
who neither minded nor was m a position o _ 

such refinements of sensibility where love ^ffair^e 
cerhed. Moreland on the other hand, once togs w ^ 
broken off with Priscilla, certainly preferred to keep o 

her and her husband’s way. pvervone’s 

Then one day, not long after ‘Munich. 
nerves were in a thoroughly disordere ® ^ across Ma- 
some more apprehensive than ever, so e The 

tilda in the hairdressers. There was a 
end of it was that a week-end visit was “humdrum 

diately to the Morelands cottage. livung in so 

enough at that moment, 7he events tliat 

unstable, so harassmg a penod. ^ i./oj.eiands formed 

took place while we were staying with th i^ohed back 

not only something of a landmark when iooKea 
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upon, but were also rather different from the material of 
which daily life was in general composed. ^ 

'Matilda is dying for company,’ Isobel said, when s e 
told me of their meeting. 

‘How is she?’ -j j u • 

‘Not bad. Out of a job. She says she has decided s e is 
a terrible actress. She is going to give up the stage an t e 
to petit point.’ 

‘WTiere exactly are they living?’ 

‘A few miles from Stourvyater.’ 

‘I had no idea of that. Was it deliberate?’ 

‘Matilda knows the district. She was brought up ore. 
At first I w^as too delicate to ask how near they were to e 
castle. Then Matty said Sir Magnus had actually found 
the cottage for them. Matty rather likes taUdng of her days 
Mth Sir Magnus if one is tete-a-tete. They represent, 1 > 

the most restful moment of her life.’ 

Life with Hugh can’t be very restful.’ ^ 

‘Hugh doesn’t seem to mind about being near Stourwa er. 

^ Matilda said he was delighted to find a cottage so easily. 

I was not sure that I agreed in believing Moreland so 
indifferent to the proximity of Sir Magnus Donners. It is 
true that men vary in attitude towards previous husbands 
nnd lovers of their wife or mistress. As it happened, that 
was a favourite theme of Moreland’s. Some, at least ou^ 
wardly, are to all appearance completely unconcerned with 
what experiences a woman may have had - and with 
whom — before they took her on; others never become re¬ 
conciled to their forerunners. I remembered Moreland say¬ 
ing that Matilda’s father had kept a chemist’s shop in that 
part of the world. There was a story about her first having 
plot Sir Magnus when she was organizing a school play 
in the precincts of the castle. One side of Moreland was 
certainly squeamish about the matter of his wife’s former 
connexion with Sir Magnus, the other, tolerant, sceptical, 
indolent about his o%vn life - even his emotional life - 
welcomed any easy solution when it came to finding 
somewhere to live. The cottage might be in the shadow of 
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It was the mastery of detail. Now Dormers is the sort of 
man to handle some of those administrative problems.’ 

‘Not too old?’ 

He knows the unions and gets on well with them.’ 

‘What does he think about the Czechs?’ 

‘Convinced nothing could be done short of war - at 
the same time not at all keen on the present situation. 
More of your view than mine.’ 

‘Is he, indeed?’ said Roddy. ‘It looked at one moment 
as if Dormers would go to the Lords.’ 

‘I doubt if he ever wanted a peerage,’said Fettiplace- 
Jones, ‘He has no children. My impression is that Donners 
is gearing his various concerns to the probability of war in 
spite of the settlement.’ 

‘Is he?’ said Roddy. 

He had evidently no wish for argument with Fetdplace- 
Jones at that moment. The subject changed to the more 
general question of international guarantees. 

I knew less of the political and industrial activities of Sir 
Magnus, than of his steady, if at times capricious, patron¬ 
age of the arts. Like most rich patrons, his interests leant - 
towards painting and music, rather than literature. More¬ 
land described him as knowing the name of the book to be 
fashionably discussed at any given moment, being famihar 
with most of the standard authors. There Sir Magnus s 
literary-appreciation stopped, according to Moreland. He 
took no pleasure in reading. No doubt that was a wise pre¬ 
caution for a man of action, whose imagination must be 
rigorously disciplined, if the will is to remain unsapped by 
daydreams, painting and music being, for some reason, 
less deleterious than writing in that respect. I h’stened to 
Roddy and Fettiplace-Jones talking about Sir Magnus, 
without supposing for a moment that I should meet hnn 
again in the near future. He existed in my mind as one of 
those figures, dominating, no doubt, in their own remote 
sphere, but slightly ridiculous when seen casually at close 
quarters. 

We had no car, so reached the Morelands’ by train. 
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*It must be genctatinn'; since anyone but highbrows lived 
in this cotlagCj’ said hloreland, svhen v.'C arrived there. ‘I 
imagine most of the agriculturai laboui'crs round here com¬ 
mute from London.’ 

Baby Wentworth had it at one moment/ said Matilda, a 
httle maliciously, ‘Site hated it and moved out almost at 
once.’ 

I ve installed a piano in the studio/ said Moreland. ‘I get 
mnie^ 'vork done when I’m not feeling too much like hell, 
'd^h hasn t been often, lately." 

The cottage was a small, redbrick, oak-beamed affair, of 
some antiquity, tliough much restored, with a studio-room 
omit out at the back. That was where Moreland had put his 
Pmno. He was not looking particularly well. When they 
''■ere first married, Matilda had cleaned Irim up consider¬ 
ably. Now, his dark-blue suit - Moreland never made any 
concession to the. sartorial conception of ‘country clothes’ - 
ooked as if he had spent a restless night wearing it in bed. 
«e had not shaved. 

What’s been wong?’ 

of mine has been rather a bore.’ 

■working on?’ 

My ballet.’ 

is it going?’ 

Stuck.’ 

to write with Hitler about.’ 

th I spirits. His tangled, uncut hair emphasized 

ook his face sometimes assumed of belonging to a 
disappointed child. Matilda, on the other hand, so 
no\- facing depressed, as Isobel had represented her, 
seemed lively and restless. She was wearing trousers 
eve each bone of her angular figure. Her greenish 

one\v too large mouth, for some reason always made 

c hink she would make a more powerful, more talented 
imm^ri’ ber stage capabilities in fact justified. These 
i^oticeable features, arresting rather than 
iml, also suggested, in some indirect manner, her 


‘It’s impossible 
TJtterly.’ 

He 
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Stourvvater, or an}’where else. It was the characteristic split- 
personality that the arts seem specially to require, even to 
augment in those who practise them. Matilda, of course, 
knew very well the easygoing, inactive side of her husband; 
her grasp of that side of his character was perhaps her 
chief power over him. She could judge to a hair’s breadth 
just how much to make a conveni’ence of having been Sir 
Magnus’s mistress, while stopping short of seriously upset¬ 
ting Moreland’s susceptibilities on that score. Such at least, 
were the terms in which I myself assessed the situation. 
That was the background I expected to find when we stayed 
at the cottage. I thought that half-humorous, half-maso¬ 
chistic shame on Moreland’s part at thus allorvdng his ^vife , 
to make use of a rich man who had formerly ‘kept’ 
would express itself in banter, partly designed to punish 
himself for allowing such circumstances to arise. 

As it happened, conversation had turned on Sir Magnus 
Donners a night or two before we were invited to the More¬ 
lands’. We were dining (at short notice, because a more 
‘political’ couple had .dropped out) with Isobel’s sister, 
Susan, married to Roddy Cutts, a Tory back-bencher..- 
Susan greatly enjoyed giving small political dinner-parties. 
Roddy, hardly drinking anj'thing himself, saw no reason tc 
encourage the habit in others, so that wine did not exactly 
flow. Current affairs, however, were unrestrainedly discussed. 
They inhabited a hideous little mansion flat in West¬ 
minster, equipped with a ‘division bell’ for giving warning 
when JRoddy’s vote w£is required in ‘the House’.' Said to 
be rather a ‘coming man’ in the Conserv^ativ'c Part)', he 
was in some disgrace with its leaders at that moment, hav¬ 
ing throw'n in his lot witli Churchill, Eden and tlie group 
who had abstained from voting in flie ‘Munich' division. 
That evening another IMP, Fcttiplace-Jonds, was present 
with IiLs vrife. Fettiplace-Jones, a supporter of the Govern¬ 
ment’s policy, w'as at the same time too wary to cut him¬ 
self off entirely from dissident membe.fs of tlie party. Like 
Roddy, his contemporar)' in age, he represented a northern 
con.slitucncy. Tall, handsome, moon-faced, witii a lock of 
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hair trained across his high forehead for the caricatufist, 
he'seemed to require only side-whiskers and a high collar 
to complete the picture of a distinguished politician of the 
nineteenth century. His untiring professional geniality 
rivalled even Roddy’s remorseless charm of manner.His wife, 
an eager little womain with the features of the Red Queen 
in Alice in Wonderland — possibly advised^ by her husband 
not to be controversial about Czechoslovakia — spoke sagely 
of public health and housing. Fettiplace-Jones himsen 
seemed to be exploring avenues of thought that suggested 
no basic disagreement between himself and Roddy, in short, 
he himself acknowledged that we must continue to prepare 
for the worst. When the men were left alone, Fettiplace- 
Jones, rightly deciding no cigars would be available took 
one from his pocket and smelled it. . 

'The sole survivor,’ he said apologetically, as he^ made 
an incision. ‘Were you in the House when Attlee said that 
armaments were not a policy” ?’ 

‘Bobetty was scathing,’ said Roddy. ‘By the same token, 
i I was talking to .Duff about anti-aircraft shortages the other 

'■ night.’ ■ _ ^ 

'Tiris continued opposition to conscription is going to 
do Labour harm in the long run,’ said Fettiplace-Jones, 
who no doubt wanted to avoid anything hkn a head-on 
clash, ‘even if things let up, as I hope they will.’ 

I hope you’re right,’ said Roddy, who was being more 
brusque than usual. ‘All the same, you’ll probably agree 
We ought to tackle problems of civil evacuation and food 
control.’ 

Do you know Magnus Donners?’ 

‘Never met him.’ 

I remember being greatly impressed by hun as a boy, said' 

Fettiplace-Jones. ‘I was taken to the House to hear a debate.’ 

He placed his hand on his forehead, grasping the errant 
lock, leaning back and smiling to himselL perhaps enjoy- 
3^bly contemplating die young Fettiplace-Joncs’s first sight 
of the scene of his own future triumphs. 

‘Not his delivery,’ he said quietly. ‘That \vas nothing. 
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It was the. mastery of detail. Now Dormers is the sort ol 
man to handle some of those administrative problems.’ 

‘Not too old?’ 

‘He knows the tinions and gets on well with them.’ 

‘What does he think about the Czechs?’ 

‘Convinced nothing could be done short of war — at 
the same time not at all keen on the present situation. 
More of your view than mine.’ 

‘Is he, indeed?’ said Roddy. ‘It looked at one moment 
as if Donners would go to the Lords.’ 

‘I doubt if he ever wanted a peerage,’said Fettiplace- 
Jones, ‘He has no children. My impression is that Donners 
is gearing his various concerns to the probability of war in 
spite of the settlement.’ 

‘Is he?’ said Roddy. 

He had evidently no wish for argument with Fettiplace- 
Jones at that moment. The subject changed to the more 
general question of international guarantees." 

I knew less of the political and industrial activities of Sir 
Magnus, than of his steady, if at times capricious, patron¬ 
age of the arts. Like most rich patrons, his interests leant 
towards painting and music, rather than literature. More¬ 
land described him as knownng the name of the book to be 
fashionably discussed at any given moment, being familiar 
%vith most of the standard authors. There Sir Magnus’s 
literary appreciation stopped, according to Moreland. He 
took no pleasure in reading. No doubt that was a Mse pre¬ 
caution for a man of action, whose imagination must be 
rigorously disciplined, if the MU is to remain unsapped by 
daydreams, painting and music being, for some reason, 
less deleterious than wonting in that respect. I listened to 
Roddy and Fcttiplace-Jones talking about Sir Magnus, 
w-ithout supposing for a moment that I should meet him 
again in the near future. He existed in my mind as one of 
those figures, dominating, no doubt, in their oum remote 
sphere, but slightly ridiculous when seen casually at close 
quarter. 

We liad no car, so reached the Morelands’ Jjy train. 
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*It must be generations since anyone but highbrows 
in this cottage,’ said Moreland, wlicn ^\■e an'ivcd tliere. 
imagine most of the agricultural labourers round heie com¬ 
mute from London.’ 

‘Baby ^Ventwortli had it at one moment,’ said Matilda, a 
little maliciously. ‘She hated it and moved out almost at 
once.’. 

‘I’ve installed a piano in the studio,’ said Moreland. I get 
some work done when I’m not feeling too much like hell, 
^vluch hasn’t been often, lately.’ 

The cottage \vas a small, redbrick, oak-beamed affair, o 
some antiquity, though much restored, with a studio-rooin 
out at the back. That was where Moreland had put his 
piano. He was not looking particularly well. When 
"ere first married, Matilda had cleaned him up consider¬ 
ably. Now, his dark-blue suit — Moreland never made any 
concession to the. sartorial conception of ‘country clothes — 
moked as if he had spent a restless night wearing it in bed. 
He had not shaved. 

What’s been wTong?’ ^ 

■ . That lung of mine has been rather a bore.’ 

What are you working on?’ 

My ballet’ 

^How is it going?’ 

Stuck.’ 


It s impossible to write with Hitler about 
Utterly.’ 

He was in low spirits. His tangled, uncut hair emphasized 
c look his face sometimes assumed of belonging to a 
factious, disappointed child. Matilda, on the other hand, so 
mr from being depressed, as Isobel had represented her, 
seemed lively and restless. She was wearing_ trousers 
hiat revekled each bone of her angular figure. Her greenish 
rather too large mouth, for some reason always made 
think she would make a more powerful, more talented 
^ctress than her stage capabilities in fact justified. These 
Immediately noticeable features, arresting rather than 
cautiful, also suggested, in some indirect manner, her 
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practical abilities, her gift for organization. Matilda’s 
present exhilaration might be explained. I thought, by the 
f^act that these abilities were put to more use now than 
when the Morelands had lived in London. There, except late 
at night, or when they lay in bed late in the morning, they 
were rarely to be found in their flat. Here, they must be 
alone together most of the day, although no doubt much of 
the time Moreland was shut away in the studio at work. 
Matilda, when not acting, had sometimes complained m 
London that time hung on her hands, even though she was- 
or had formerly been to some extent — a kind of agent for 
Moreland, arranging much of his professional life, adviang 
as to what jobs he accepted, what interviews he gave, when 
he must be left in peace. All the same, as I have said, it 
was chiefly matters outside the musical world that 
him pain and grief. In the business sphere, Matilda no douW 
took a burden from him; in his musical life, as such, he 
may sometimes even have resented too much interference. 
Since the baby had died, they had had no other child. 

‘You are eating sausages tonight,’ said Matilda, an id 
a-crown Barbera. As you know, I’m not a great cook. Hmv- 
ever, you’ll have a square meal tomorroiv, as were going 

over to Stoiuw^ter for dinner.’ , 

‘Can you bear it?’ said Moreland. T’m not sure I can. 

‘Do cheer up, darling,’ said Matilda. ‘You know )OU 
like it when we get there.’ 

‘Not so sure.’ 


‘Am'way, it’s got to be faced,’ i had 

Things had certainly changed. Formerly, Moreland had 

been the one who liked going to partie^, f 

drinking a lot; Matilda, bored by people, especially som. 

of Moreland’s musical friends, wanted ^ 

home. Now the situation seemed reversed: Matilda anxio - 

for company, Moreland immersed m 

tone, her immediate manner of bringing , , 

of Stourwater. wtis no doubt intended to s ov m 

plainest terms that she herself felt completely at ea-^c . 

far as visiting Sir Magnus was concerned, Althougfi J.c lu 
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never attempted to conceal her foianer association with 
him - wliich •would certainly not have been easy — she 
seemed to feel that present circumstances required her 
specially to emphasize her complete freedom from em¬ 
barrassment. This demeanour was obviously intended to 
cover Moreland in that respect, as well as herself. She was 
■ announcing their policy as a married couple. Possibly she 
^d not altogether carry Moreland wdth her. He was rebel- 
lious about sometlring, even if not about the visit to 
Stourwater, 

Have you seen the place before?’ he asked. ‘You realize 
've are going to conduct you to a Wagnerian castle, a palace 
'vhere Ludwig of Bavaria wouldn’t have been ashamed to 
disport himself.’ 

I was there about ten years ago. Some people called 
Walpole-Wilson took me over. They live twenty or thirty 
- miles away.’ 

I ve heard Dormers speak of them,’ said Matilda. 

She always referred to Sir Magnus by his surname. Isobel 
and I used to discuss whether Matilda had so addressed 

m in their moments of closest intimacy. 

After all,’ Isobel had said, ‘she can only have liked Mm 
his money. To call Mm “Donners” suggests capital ■ 
appreciation much more than a pet-name. Besides, Mag- 
- if one could bring oneself to call him that - is 
almost more formal than “Dormers”,- .without the ad- 


of conjuring up visions of dividends 


and allotment 


'Do you really think Matilda only liked him for his 
^oney? She never attempted to get any out of him/ 

. ^ ^ ^ question of getting the money. It’s the money 

^ a charm like any other charm. 

^ syinbol of power?’ 

-^artly^ perhaps. After all^ men and women both like 

power in the opposite sex. Why not take it in the form of 
money?' 

rjo you really think Matilda liked notMng else about poor 
Magnus?’ 
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‘Why not tell us?’ 

‘I forgot/ said Matilda. ‘I told Dormers when we were 
asked he must arrange something. Finding transport is the 
least the rich can do, if they hope to enjoy one’s company. 
You must shave, sweetie, before we start.’ 

‘All right, all right,’ said Moreland, ‘I won’t let you all 
down by my tramp-like appearance. Do we know the name 
of our chaujffeur?’ 

‘Somebody called Peter Templer,’ said Matilda, ‘Anybody 
ever heard of him?’ 

‘Certainly I’ve heard of Peter Templer,’ I said. ‘He’s one 
of my oldest friends, I haven’t seen him for years.’ 

‘Who is he? What’s be like?’ 

‘A stockbroker. Fast sports car, loud checks, blondes, 
golf, all that sort of thing. We were at school together.’ 

‘Wasn’t he the brother of that girl you used to know? 
said Isobel. 

She spoke as if finally confirming a fact of which she had 
always been a little uncertain, at the same time smihng as 
if she hardly thought the pretence worth keeping up. 

‘He was.’ 

‘Which girl?’ asked Moreland, without interest. 

‘A woman called Jean Duport, whom I haven’t seen for 
years.’ 

‘Never heard of her,’ said Moreland. , ■ • ^ 

I thought what a long time it seemed since I had visited 
Stounvater on that earlier occasion, when the luncheon 
parly had been given for Prince Theodoric. Prince 
Theodoric’s name, as a pro-British element in a country 
ominously threatened from without by German political 
pressure, had been in the papers recently. Stringham, 

- engaged to Peggy Stepney, had still been one of Sir Mag¬ 
nus’s secretaries. Jean Duport, Peter Templers sister, had 
been there and I had wondered wliether I was not perhaps 
in love with her. Now, I did not know ^vhere she was, was 
ignorant of the very hemisphere she inhabited. When last 
seen - parting infini'tcly painful - she had been on her way 
to South America, reunited with her awful husband. Baby 



^Vent^vo^th was still — tliough not long to remain — Sir 
Magnus’s ‘girl’. Matilda must have taken on the job soon 
after that visit of mine. If mere arrival in the neighbour¬ 
hood had imparted, of itself, a strong sense of ha\dng 
slipped back into the past, that sensation was certainly 
intensified by tlie prospect of meeting Peter Templer again.- 
He had passed from my life as completely as his sister. 
There was nothing at all surprising about his staying at 
Stounvater, when I came to examine the question, except 
his Own dislike for houses of that sort. Business affairs 
^ght perfectly well have brought him within the orbit of 
Sir Magnus. One of the odd things about Templer was that, 
although pretty well equipped for social life of any kind, he 
' found places like Stourwater in general too pretentious for 
his taste. He preferred circles where there was less com¬ 
petition, where he could safely be tipped as the man mo^ ^ 
ilikely to appeal to all the women present, most popular wim 
fhe men. It was not that Templer was in any way ill- 
adapted to a larger sort of life, so much as the f^ot that he 
lumself was unwilling to tolerate that larger life s social 
di^iplines, of which the chief was the ever-present danger 
of finding himself regarded as less important than someone 
^1^0. That makes him sound intolerable. Templer was, on 
fhe contrary, one of the most easygoing, good-natured of 
®on, but he liked being first in the fi6ld. He liked, 
especially, to be first in the field with women. After Mona 
left him, I imagined he had returned to this former pursuit. 

‘I have rather suburban taste in ladies, like everything 
else,’ Templer used to say. 'Golf, bridge, an occasional spot 
of crumpet, they are all I require to savour my seasonal 
financial flutter.’ 

The fact that he could analyse his tastes in this way made 
Templer a little imusual, considering what those tastes 
'vere. I felt pleasure in the thought that I was going to see 
film again, tempered by that faint uneasiness about meet- 
jog a friend who may have changed too much during the • 
inter\'al of absence to make practicable any renewal of 
- former ties. 
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‘I didn’t think him very attractive myself the only time I 
saw him.’ ^ 

‘Perhaps Matilda was won by his unconventional ways. 

‘Perhaps.’ 

‘You don’t think so?’ 

‘I don’t express an opinion.’ 

‘Still, I must agree, she left him in the end.’ 

‘I think Matilda is quite ambitious,’ said Isobel.^ 

‘Then why did she leave Sir Magnus? She might have 
made him marry her.’ 

‘Because she took a fancy to Hugh.’ 

That was no doubt the answer. I had been struck, at tne 
time she said this, by Isobel’s opinion that Matilda vas 
ambitious. 

‘Who are the Walpole-Wilsons?’ asked Moreland. 

‘Sir Gavin Walpole-Wilson is a retired diplomat. 
daughter, Eleanor, has shared a flat for years with Iso e s 
sister, Norah. But, of course, you know Norah and Eleano 


of old.’ _ -I • fprs 

Moreland reddened at the mention of Isobel s sis 

Thought of them must still have called Priscilla uneasi y 
his mind. The subject of sisters-in-Iaw was obwously one 
be avoided. However^ Matilda showed some ^ 

continue to talk of them. She had rescued her 
Priscilla, whom she could consider to have suixere a 
feat. She may have wanted to emphasize that. 

‘How are Norah and Eleanor?’she asked. 

‘Eleanor is trying to make up her mind again whether sn 
will become a Catholic convert,’ said Isobel. leather H p 
kins became an R.C. the other day. Hugo ^ ^ . 

Eleanor in a dilemma. She wants to annoy Norah, d 

.doesn’t want to please Hopkins.’ , , , , j 

‘I practically never go to Stourwater, jfvfore an ’ 
determined to change the subject from one that cou p 
sibly lead back to Priscilla. ‘Matty pops over there oi^e 
a way to see some high life. I recognize tliat Don < 
his points - has in the past even been to i ^ 

personally. The fact remains that when I did tlie inciden 



music for that film of his^ I saw enough of him to last a 
lifetime,’ 

If Matilda had wanted to make her sentiments clear about 
Stourwater, Moreland had now been equally explicit about 
his own. The question of the proximity of Sir Magnus per¬ 
haps irked him more than he would admit to himself, cer- 
t^nly more than I expected. On inquiry, it appeared that 
Gven Matilda’s visits to Stourwater were rare. I thought 
Moreland was just in a bad mood, exaggerating his own 
dislike for ‘going out’. He was not by any means without a 
taste for occasional forays into rich life. This taste could 
hardly have been removed entirely by transferring himself 
to the country. Even in London, he had suffered periods of 
acute boredom. As the week-end took shape, it became 
clear-that these fits of ennui were by no means a thing of 
the past. He would sit for hours without speaking, nursing a 
large tabby cat called Farinelli. 

‘Do you think this sell-out is going to prevent a war?-^ he 
said, when we w^ere reading the papers on Sunday morning. 

‘No.’ 

*You think we ought to have fought this time? 

‘I don’t know. The one thing everybody agrees about is 
^ that we aren’t ready for it. There’s no point in going to war 
if we are not going to ^vin it. Losing’s not going to help 
S-Hybody.’ 

‘What are you going to do when it comes?’ 

My name is on one of those various army reserves.’ 

, ‘How did you manage that?’ 

Offered myself, and was accepted, before all this last 
business started.’ 

^ I can only do ladylike things such as playing the piano,’ 
said Moreland gloomily. T suppose I shall go on doing tlrat 
' them’s a sliow-do\vm. One wonders what^ the hell will 
Imppcn. How are we getting to tliis place tonight?’ 

‘Donners rang up and said one of his guests is picking us 
in a car,’ said Matilda, 
did he ring up?’ 

« '^Vhen you were all at the pub this morning? 
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‘Why not tell us?’ 

‘I forgot,’ said Matilda. ‘I told Donners when we were 
asked he must arrange something. Finding transport is the 
least the rich can do, if they hope to enjoy one’s company. 
You must shave, sweetie, before we start.’ 

‘All right, all right,’ said Moreland, ‘I won’t let you a” 
down by my tramp-like appearance. Do we know the name 

of our chauffeur?’ _ 

‘Somebody called Peter Templer,’ said Matilda. Anybo y 

ever heard of him?’ 

‘Certainly I’ve heard of Peter Templer,’ I said. He s one 
of my oldest friends, I haven’t seen him for years. 

‘Who is he? What’s he like?’ 

‘A stockbroker. Fast sports car, loud checks, hon es, 
golf, all that sort of thing. We were at school together. 
‘Wasn’t he the brother o£ that girl you used to know. 

said Isobel. , , j 

She spoke as if finally confirming a fact of which she na 

always been a little uncertain, at the same time smi g 
if she hardly thought the pretence worth keeping up. 

‘He was.’ 

‘Which girl?’ asked Moreland, without interest. 

‘A woman caUed Jean Duport, whom I haven t seen t 

years.’ 

‘Never heard of her,’ said Moreland. t -t, .1 

I thought what a long time it seemed since I 
Stounvater on that earlier occasion, ^^en tlie 
party had been given for P^nce Theodonc. Pnnce 
Theodoric’s name, as a pro-BriUsh element ^ 
ominously threatened from without by rrn p 
pressure, had been in the papers recently. Stnngha , 
engaged to Peggy Stepney, had still been one o . 
nus’s secretaries. Jean Duport, Peter- Ternp ers ^ ’yj^ps 
been there and I had wondered whether I was no p 
in love with her. Now, I did not kno\s u f \\'hcn las* 
ignorant of the very hemisphere she m J ^ . 

seen - parting infinitely painful - she ha ^ 

to South .kmtrica, reunited with her awful husband. Bab, 

06 



WenUvoith was still — though not long to remain Sir 
Magnus’s ‘girl’. Matilda must have taken on the job soon 
after that visit of mine. If mere arrival in the neighbour¬ 
hood had imparted, of itself, a strong sense of having 
slipped back into the past, that sensation was certain y 
intensified by the prospect of meeting Peter Templer again. 
He had passed from my life as completely as his sister. 
There was nothing at all surprising about his staying at 
Stourwater, when I came to examine the question, eimept 
his own dislike for houses of that sort. Business ^nins 
“light perfectly well have brought him within the orbit oi 
Sir Magnus. One of the odd things about Templer was &at, 
although pretty well equipped for social life of any bnd, he 
found places like Stourwater in general too pretentious or 
his taste. He preferred circles where there was^ less com 
petition, where he could safely be tipped as the man mo^ ^ 
*likely to appeal to all the women present, most popular wi 
men. It was not that Templer was in any v^y - 
adapted to a larger sort of life, so much as the fact that ^ e 
himself was umvilling to tolerate that larger life’s social 
^sciplines, of which the chief was the ever-present danger 
of finding himself regarded as less important than someone 
ohe. That makes him sound intolerable. Templer was on 
contrary, one of the most easygoing, good-natured o 
“ion, but he Uked being first in the fidd. He liked, 

- especially, to be first in the field with women. After Mona 
feft him, I imagined he had returned to this former pursuit. 

T have rather suburban taste in ladies, like everything 
Oise,’ Templer used to say. 'Golf, bridge, an occasional spot 
of crumpet, they are all I require to savour my seasonal 
financial flutter.’ 

The fact that he could analyse his tastes in tliis way made 
Templer a little unusual, considering ^vhat those tastes 
'wre. I felt pleasure in the tliought that I was going to see 
mm again, tempered by tliat faint uneasiness aljout meet¬ 
ing a friend who may have changed too much during the 
mtcival of absence to make practicable any renewal of 
fonner ties. 
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Donners ’ ^ Moreland, ‘we’re not changing ior 

the errXn ^tumnal evening, so that we were all in 

' vehicle "r Templer s car drew up at the gate. The 
vehcle was of just the kind I had predicted. Tenfpler, too, 

Th^i pemed scarcely to have changed at all. 

2 fT"-r^ .shaped like a torpedo; Templer’s clothes gave 
the fainihar impression - as Stringham used to say - that 

a ^ backwards and forwards in front of 

fh^ naked^ ladies’. That outward appearance was 

^nii ° looked at Dicky Umfra- 

he s mghtclub four or five years before. Now', as he strode 
P e p3^t with the same swagger, I saw' there w’as a 
^ge in him. This w'as more than tlie fact that he v/as 
istmctly fetter. A coarseness of texture had alwa>'s 
CO oure his elegance. Now, that coarseness had become 
more tian ever marked. He looked hard, even rather 
savage, as if he had made up his mind to endure life rather 
than as formerly, to enjoy it. From the first Impression 
a he had changed hardly at all, I reversed judgement, 
deciding he had changed a great deal. When he saw- me he ,i 
Stepped back melodraniaticalJy. I 

Ts it really you, Nick ?’ j 

‘What’s left’' I 

I introduced him to the Morelands and to Isabel 
I beheye you invited me to your wedding* Nick/ said 
Xempler. ‘Somehow' I never manage to get to weddings - i 
It s an effort even to reach my own.’ | 

having many w'eddings lately, Peter?' j, 

Uh, well, not for a year or .said Tcmpler, suddenly |; 
X-cotuing more serioii.?. ‘You knew J married again after 
Mona?’ j- 

T didn’t, as a matter of fact.’ j * 

‘Yes, indeed.’ | '■ 

Ilov, sharneiul tJuai we .'^liould ha\'e ilje aniK'uncc- f 

merit ’ f ' ‘ 


i I 

Pm not Jure that wv made one,’ 'lYmpIer said. ‘It wu'- all 


very quiet. Hardly asked a soul. Since then — I don’ t know — 
we’ve been living in the country. Just see a few neighbours. 
Betty doesn’t like going out much. She has come to Stour- 
water this week-end, as a matter of fact, but that s rather 
exceptional. She felt jumpy for some reason about staying 
home. She gets these jumpy fits from time to time. 
Thinks war’s going to break out all the time.’ 

He smiled rather uncomfortably. I felt suddenly certain 
that Templer’s new wife must be responsible for the change 
that had come over him. At the same time, I tried, quite 
unsuccessfully, to rationalize in my own mind what exactly 
this change was. Now that we were face to face and I was 
talking to him, it was more than ever apparent,^ almost 
horrifyung. He had slowed up, become more ‘serious, at the 
same time lost that imderstanding, sympathetic manner 
formerly characteristic of him, so unexpected in a person 
uf his sort. That was my first thought. Then I wondered 
whether, in fact, he was even less ‘serious’ — if that were 
possible — determined to get as much fun out of living as he 
Could, whatever the obstacles, whatever the cost. These 
isscctions on my own part were rather absurd; yet there 
sometliing not far away from Templer that generated 
u .sense of horror. 

What a nice colour your car is,’ said Moreland. 

1 could sec he had at once placed Templer in the category’ 
c* persons he found imsympathetic. Tliat was to be ex¬ 
pected. Just as most of the world find it on the whole un- 
''sual that anyone should be professionally occupied ^vit]l 
^ 'c ails, Moreland could never get used to the fact that 
people - in this particular case, Templer - lead lives 
’u which the arts play no part -whatsoever. That is perliaps 
‘in o;aggcration of Moreland’s attitude. All tlic same, he 
<• v.-ayj found difficulty' in accustoming himself to complete 
ucsthciic indilTcrcnce. This narrowness of vision sometimes 
, ^f'^telanci. with all his subtlety in some matters, to com- 
*"*''‘^unciei-stnnding of others, especially to under- 
f'eniatc some of the people who came his iv.is*. On 
templar's side, the meeting had been equally l.Tcl.ing in 



fellow feeling. He had no doubt been prepared for the 
Morelands to look — from his point of view — a pretty extra¬ 
ordinary couple. From Templer’s point of view, it had to be 
admitted, the Morelands did look pretty extraordinar)^ 
Matilda was still wearing trousers, bright emerald green in 
colour, her feet in immensely thick cork-soled sandals, her 
hair done up on the top of her head, in the fashion of the 
moment, like a bird’s nest, Moreland had shaved, otherwise 
made no effort to tidy himself, a carelessly knotted tie slip¬ 
ping away from the buttonless collar of his blue shirt. 
Templer began to laugh, partly, I supposed, at the thought 
of our having met again after so long, partly, too, I felt 
sure, at the strange picture the Morelands presented to one 
unaccustomed to people like them. Templer must also have 
known of Matilda’s former, relationship with Sir Magnus. 
Perhaps that was what made him laugh. 

‘Gome on,’ he said, ‘all aboard for Stourwater and the 
picturesque ruins,’ 

We climbed into the car. The Morelands were rather 
silent, because there is always something a shade embar-. 
rassing about an old friend suddenly encountering another 
old friend, quite unknown to you. They were perhaps 
meditating on their own differences of opinion regarding 
the desirability of accepting the hospitality of Sir Magnus, 
Templer himself kept up a running fire of questions, as if 
anxious to delay the moment when he had to speak of his 
own life. 

‘It is really too extraordinary our meeting again in this 
way, Nick,’ he said. ‘Though it’s just like a millionaire to 
make one of the persons staying with him fetch the guests 
for dinner, instead of using his own chauffeur, but now I iM 
glad Magnus was running true to form. Do you live m 
London?’ 

‘Yes — and you?’ 

‘We’re at Simningdale.’ : 

‘Isn’t that where Stringham’s mother, Mrs Foxe, has a 
house?’ , 

‘Charles Stringham — I haven’t thought of him for years. 
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Does she still live tliere?’ 

She doesj as a matter of fact. We don’t know them. 
Rather too grand for us. Odd you should mention Stringham. 
It wasn’t quite true when I said I hadn’t drought of him for 
years, because, as it happened, I ran across Mrs Foxe’s 
naval-officer husband at a golf tournament handicap not so 
ong ago who said something about him.’ 

Stringham' was knocking it back pretty hard when I last 
saw ffim. What did Buster Foxe say? They don’t much care 
lor each other.’ 

Don’t they? I gathered from Commander Foxe they 
were great pals. Now, what did he say? Gone right out of 
head. No, I know — Stringham is living at Glimber, the 
nnse Mrs Foxe inherited from her first husband. It’s huge, 
nnmhabitable, entailed, nobody wants to rent it. Stringham 
noks after it apparendy. He has a former secretary of his 
to help him. It’s like being an agent, I suppose.’ 
^Sounds rather grim.’ 

Oh, I don’t know. Stately home, and all that. Commander 
' Charles liked it. Now you come to mention.it, he 

d say something, too, about giving up the botde. I hadn’t 
realized Stringham’s drinkiner had reached the headline 
^^tegory.’ 

. rised to hit it fairly hard. The secretary you mention 
called Miss Weedon — Tuffy to her intimates. Rather a 
rightening lady. She has always taken a great hand in 
^ranging Charles’s life. In fact, she had more or less 
Qertaken to stop his drinking at one moment. They even 
the same fiat.’ 

Vasn’t she the Medusa-hke figure who appeared at that 
Mrs Foxe gave for my symphony?’ said Moreland. 

- he was. Charles Stringham is Mrs Foxe’s son.’ 

t was Miss Weedon who hauled him off home when he 
''’as so tight.’ 

It wasn’t a very^ enjoyable party, anyway,’ said Matilda, 
intr "^^.^^rnber tliat it had ended by Moreland’s disappear- 
'VIth Isobel’s sister, Priscilla. Templer show'ed no inter- 
at all in tliese reminiscences. They were not, perhaps. 
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very absorbing in theroselves, but he might have been ex¬ 
pected to have given them more attention inasmuch as they 
referred to so old a friend as Stringham, 

‘Talking of people we knew at school/ he said, ‘Kenneth 
will be at Stourwater this evening.’ 

‘Kenneth who?’ 

‘Kenneth Widmerpool.’ 

‘Oh, yes.’ - 

‘You’re a friend of his, aren’t you?’ said Templer, 
evidently surprised at my not grasping immediately whom 
he meant. ‘I’ve heard him speak of you. His mother has a 


cottage near here.’ 

I saw that it was no longer a question of Stringham and 
Widmerpool having drawn level as friends in Templer s 
mind; the fact was that Widmerpool was now miles ahead. 
That was clear from Terapler’s tone. There was not a 
flicker of laughter or irony in his employment of Widmer- 
pool’s Christian name, as there had certainly been when 
had last seen them together at Dicky Umfraville’s night¬ 
club. There was, of course, absolutely no reason w y 
Templer should adopt a satirical tone towards Widmerpool 
who had as much right as anyone else to make fnrads with 
— if necessary, even to dominate — persons like Temp er, 
who had made fun of him as a schoolboy. It was the juxta¬ 
position of his complete acceptance of Widmerpoo wi 
Templer’s equaUy complete indifference to his old crony, 
Stringham, that gave the two things an emphasis that cer¬ 
tainly jarred a Httle, Templer had probably not set eyes on 
him since the day when he had arnved m Stogham s 
college room, later driven us all into the ditch m his newly 
bought car. If it came to that, I never saw Stringham these 
days myself, while Templer, doing busmess with Widmer¬ 
pool for a long time now, had naturaUy come to regard lum 
as a pemonal friend. By that time we were entering the 

nark of Stourwater. , , ., 

‘Look, the castle,’ said Isobel. ‘Nobody warned me it as 

made of cardboard.’ . t, j 

Cardboard was certainly the material of whic 
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Jfcep seemed to be built, as we rounded the final sweep of 
the drive, coming within sight of a large castellated pile, 
standing with absurd unreality against a background of 
oaks, tortured by their antiquity into elephantine and 
grotesque shapes. From the higher ground at the back, 
grass, close-cropped by sheep, rolled down towards the 
greenish pools of the moat. All was veiled in the faint haze 
of autumn. 

‘I told you it was Wagnerian,’ said Moreland. 

‘When we wind the horn at the gate, will a sullen dwarf 
usher us in,’ said Isobel, ‘like Beckford’s at Fonthill or the 
Castle of Joyous Gard in the Morte d’Arthur?’ 

A'female dwarf, perhaps,’ said Moreland, rather mali¬ 
ciously. 

‘Don’t miss the black swans,’ said Matilda, disregarding 
him. 

An anachronism, I fear,’ said Moreland. ‘Sir Magnus 
admitted as much to me in an unguarded moment. They 
come from Australia. Doesn’t it all look as if the safety cur¬ 
tain Would descend any moment amid bursts of applause? 

Stourwater was certainly dramatic j yet how unhaunted, 
how much less ghost-ridden than Stonehurst; though per¬ 
haps Sir Magnus himself rhight leave a spectre behind 
hj^. In my memory, the place had been larger, more for¬ 
bidding, not so elaborately restored. In fact, I was far less 
^pressed than formerly, even experiencing a certain feei¬ 
ng of disappointment. Memory, imagination, time, all 
building up on that brief visit, had left a magician’s castle 
(brought into being by some loftier Dr Trelawney), weird 
und prodigious, peopled by beings impossible to relate to 
Everyday life. Now, Stourwater seemed nearer to being 
^^intectural abortion, a piece of momunental vulgarity, 
^house where something had gone very seriously wrong. 

crossed the glittering water by a causeway, drove 
^der the portcullis and through the outer courtyard, enter¬ 
ing the inner court, where a fountain stood in the centre of 
^ sunken garden surrounded by a stone balustrade. Here, 
the days when he had been first ingratiating himself with 
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Sir Magnus, Widmerpool had backed his car into one of the 
ornamental urns filled with flowers, 

‘Is Kenneth Widmerpool staying in the house?’ I asked, 
thinking of that incident. 

‘Just driving over after dinner,’ said Templer, ‘Some sort 
of business to clear up. I’m involved to a small extent, 
because it’s about my ex-brother-in-law, Bob Duport. Be¬ 
tween you and me, I think I’ve been asked partly because 
Magnus wants me to know what is going on for his o\\’n 
purposes,’ 

‘What are his own purposes?’ 

‘I don’t know for certain. Perhaps he wants this particular 
scheme given a little discreet publicity.’ 

We had drawn up by the wing of the castle that was used 
for residence. The girls and Moreland had left the car by 
then, and were making their way up the steps to the front 
door. Templer had paused for a moment to fiddle with one 
of the knobs of the dashboard which for some reason 
seemed to dissatisfy him. This seemed a good opportunity 
for learning privately what had happened to Jean; for 
although by then I no longer thought about her, there is 
always a morbid interest in following the subsequent career 
of a woman with whom one has once been in love. That I 
should have been in this position vis-a-vis his sister, Templer 
himself, I felt pretty sure, had no idea. 

‘Duport is an ^x-brother-in-law now?’ 

' ‘Jean finally got a divorce from him. They lived apart for 
quite a time when Bob was running round with Bijou Ard- 
glass. Then they joined up again and went to South 
America together. However, it didn’t last. You never really 
knew Jean, did you?’ 

‘I met her when I stayed Mth your farm'ly years ago - a 
few times later. What’s happened to her now?’ 

‘She married a South American - an army officer.’ 

‘And Bob Duport?’ 

‘There is some question of his going to Turkey for 
Magnus. Kenneth has been fixing it.’ 

‘On business?’ 
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‘Magnus is interested in chromite/ 

‘Whaf s that?’ 

‘Used for hardening steel.’ 

By that time we were half-way up the steps, at the top of 
which the others were waiting. 

‘Shall I lead the way?’ said Templer. ‘Magnus was in the 
Bailiffs Room when last seen/ 

If the outside of Stourwater made a less favourable im- 
pr^sion than when I had come here with the Walpole- 
Wilsons, improvements within were undeniable. Ten years 
Before, the exuberance of the armour, tapestries, pictures, 
china, furniture, had been altogether too much for the 
austere aesthetic ideals to which I then subscribed. Time 
had no doubt modified the uninstructed severity of my own 
early twenties. Less ascetic, intellectually speaking, more 
corrupt, perhaps, I could now recognize that individuals 
hye in different ways. They must be taken as they come, 
ir Ma^us Donners, everyone else. If Sir Magnus liked to 
®ake his house like a museum, that was his affair; one 
^ust treat it as a museum. In any case, there could be no 
doubt that proteges like Moreland and Barnby, mistresses 
hke Baby Wentworth and Matilda, had played their part in 
the castle’s redecoration. Certainly it was now arranged, in 
^ manner more in keeping with contemporary fashion. Sir 
Magnus had cleared out some of the more cumbersome of 
' hj^ Belongings, although much remained that was imviable 

enough. 

It’s all rather wonderful, TNfick, isn’t it?’ said Matilda in 
^whisper, as we passed through the main'hall. ‘Whatever 
^ogh may say about the Donners taste. How would you like 
to own it all?’ 

^How would you?’ 

‘I nearly did.’ ' ' • 

. ^ l^nghed, surprised by her directness, always attractive 
? "'Omen. Entering a panelled gallery, Templer opened a 
oor and indicated we were to go in. The room overlooked 

c garden. Between bookshelves hung drawings: Gonder, 
John, a couple of Sickerts. Barnby’s nude of Norma, 
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more; tiie line on one side of the mouth might have been a 
shade deeper; the eyes — greenish, like Matilda’s — ^vclc 
clear and veiy' cold. Sir ^Magnus's mouth was his least corn- 
fortable feature. Tall, holding himself squarely, he still 
posse.ssed the air, conveyed to me ^vhcn I fii'st set eyes on 
him, of an atliletic bishop or clerical headmaster. This im¬ 
pression was dispelled when he spoke, because he^ had none 
of the urbane manner usual to such persons. Unlike Roddy 
Cutts or Fettiplace-Jones, he was entirely without the pat¬ 
ter of the professional politician, even appearing to find 
difficulty in making ‘small talk’ of any kind whatsoever. 
^Vhen he spoke, it was as if he had forced himself by sheer 
effort of will into manufacturing a few stereotyped sen¬ 
tences to tide over the trackless wilderness of social life. 
Such colourless phrases as he achieved Avere produced with 
3 difficulty, a hesitancy, simulated perhaps, but decidedly 
effective in their unconcealed ineptness. W^ile he uttei'ed 
these verbal formalities, the side of his mouth twitched 
dighdy. Like most successful men, he had turned this 
apparent disadvantage into a powerful weapon of offence 
snd defence, in the way that tlie sledge-hammer impact of 
his comment left, by its banality, every otlrer speaker at a 
standstill, giving him as a rule complete mastery of the 
conversational field. A vast capacity for imposing boredom, - 
^ sense of immensely powerful stuffiness, emanated^ from 
• him, sapping every drop of vitality from weaker spirits. 

‘So you were at school together,’ he said slowly. 

He regarded Templer and myself as if the fact we had 
heen at school together was an important piece of evidence. 
m assessing our capabilities, both as individuals and as a 
team. He paused. There was an awkward silence. 

Well, I suppose you sometimes think of those days with 
mgret,’ Sir Magnus continued at last. ‘I know I do. Only in 
at^ life does one learn what a jewel is youth.’ 

He smiled apologetically at having been compelled to use 
such a high-flown phrase. Matilda, laughing, took his arm. 
hJear Donners,’ she said, ‘what a thing to tell us. You don’t 
Suppose we believe you for a moment. Of course you much 



prefer living in your lovely castle to being back at school. 

Sir Magnus smiled. However, he was .not to be jockeyed 
so easily from his serious mood. 

‘Believe me,’ he said, ‘I would at least give what I have 
to live again my time at the Sorbonne. One is not a student 
twice in a lifetime.’ 

‘One is never a student at all in England,’ said Moreland, 
in a tone that showed he was still in no mood to be tract¬ 
able, ‘except possibly a medical student or an art student, 
suppose you might say I was myself a student, in one sense, 
when I was at the Royal College of Music. I never felt m 
the least like one. Besides, with that sort of student, you 
enter an area of specialization, which hardly counts tor 
what I mean. Undergraduates in this country are qmte 
(Efferent from students. Not that I was ever even an under¬ 
graduate myself, but my observation shows me that un e^ 
graduates have nothing in common with what is understoo 
abroad by the word student - young men for ever noting, 
undertaking pohtical assassination, overturning govern¬ 
ments.’ ' .- , 

Sir Magnus smiled a little uncertainly, as if 
familiar with these dissertations of Moreland’s on fugi^ 
subjects; as if aware, too, that it was no gciod 
introduce any other matter unless such aimless 
had been brought by Moreland himself to a close. Mort^^ 
stopped speaking and laughed, seeing what was m b 
Magnus’s mind. Sir Magnus began a sentence, but, ^for 
he could gefthe words out, the woman sitting m 
of the room thre(v dou-n her neu-spaper and 
feet. She came hurriedly towards us. She 
ver>^ untidy, with reddish hair and elaborately 
lids. Far from being Templers A*-;" had 

been "Strinchara’s fonner wife. 

dhorevr - in fact, she was Anne Ernunviilc 

ried tliat raffi.sh figure, Dicky Dmfravillc, at lc..st usen , 



years older than herself, as his third or fourth wife. That 
aiarriage, too, had broken up. There had been a time, just 
before meeting Dicky Umfraville, when Anne had been 
closely associated \vith Bamby. Now her manner suggested 
that she regarded Sir Magnus as her own property. 

'I really do agree with you about students, she ^ said, 
speaking in a torrent of words addressed to Moreland. Why 
is it we don’t have any in England? It would liven things up 
so. I wish the students would do something to prevent all 
the awful things that have been happening in Czecho¬ 
slovakia. I do apologize for my rudeness in not co^ng to 
talk to you before now. I was so utterly engrossed in what 
I Was reading, I really had to finish the article. It s by J-G. 
Q'^Sgin. He says we ought to have fought. I can t think 
^hout anything but Czechoslovakia. Why can’t one of the 
Germans do in Hitler? Those German students, who are so 
proud of the duelling scars on their faces, take it like lambs 
when it comes to being bossed about by a man like that. 

The Times says that the Lord Mayor’s Fund for the 
rclief of the Czechs has evoked a wide response, said Sir 
Magnus mildly. 

Lady Anne made an angry movement. 

. ®rit you must all be longing for a drink,’ she said, as if 
Hi ‘I didn’t know you were going to sit in here, 

^agnus. I told them to put the drink tray in the Chinese 
^oom. Shall I ring and have it transferred here?’ 

It was-clear that she regarded herself as holding an 
established position at Stourwater. Sir Magnus continued to 
eok embarrassed, but whether on account of this outburst, 
•he distressing situation in Central Europe, or the problem 
f where to consume our drinks, was not apparent. He was 
Proba.bly far from anxious to embark, there and then, on 
“c rights and wrongs of Munich, the practical issues of 
Which were certainly at that time occupying the foremost 
P in his mind. Roddy Cutts had indicated that when w'e 
, . ^^Iked of Sir Magnus again, after Fettiplace-Tones and 
had gone home. 

onners is in close touch vith some of the seedy business- 
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men one or two of the Cabinet' think worth cultivating/ 
said Roddy, who appeared to have kept his own artillery 
masked while speaking with Fettiplace-Jones, ‘but he is 
alleged to be absolutely out of sympathy with the Chamber- 
lain policy. He is playing a waiting game, perhaps a wise 
one from his point of view.’ 

The explosive rmdertones introduced by Anne Umfraville 
were deadened at that moment by the entry of another 
woman, whose arrival immediately altered the atmosphere 
of the room, without greatly relieving its tensions. She, too, 
was pretty, with the looks sometimes described.as ‘porce¬ 
lain’, fragile and delicate, slim and blonde. She gave the 
iippression of being not so much an actress, as the sort of 
girl an actress often tries to portray on the stage in some 
play making few demands on the mind; the ‘nice’ ^rl in a 
farce or detective story. A typical Templer girl, I thought, 
feeling sure she must be Peter’s wife, then remembering 
she was the woman with him at Dicky Umfraville’s night¬ 
club. 

‘A Mrs Taylor or Porter,’ he had said, ‘I can’t remember 
which. Rather a peach, isn’t she?’ 

Presumably Templer had removed her from Mr Taylor 
or Porter. As she carne through the door, Templer’s own 
expression altered slightly. It was as if his features con¬ 
tracted for a brief instant "with a sudden spasm of tooth¬ 
ache, an agony over almost as soon as felt. The woman 
moved slowly, shiyly, towards us. Sir Magnus stopped looking 
at Anne UmfraviUe, following this new arrival with his 
eyes, as if she were w'alldng a tight-rope and he feared she 
might at any moment make a false step, fall into the net 
below, ruin the act, possibly break her neck. Templer 
watched her too. She came to a standstill. 

‘This is Betty/Templer said. jj j • 

He .spoke as if long past despair. Sir Magnus nodded m 
resigned, though ever hopeful, agreement that this was in¬ 
deed Betty. Betty stood for a moment gazing round the 
room in a dazed, almost terrified, manner, suggesting sud¬ 
den emergence into the light of day after long bouis spen 
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behind dra\\Ti curtains. I suddenly thought of the tour of 
Stourwater’s ‘dungeons’ (strenuously asserted by Miss Ja¬ 
net Walpole-Wilson, on my previous visit, to be mere gran¬ 
aries), when Sir Magnus had remarked %vith sensuous 
ogreishness, 7 sometimes think that is where we should 
put the girls who donH behaveJ’ Could it be that Betty 
Teinpler, with her husband’s connivance — an explana¬ 
tion of Templer’s uneasy air — had been imprisoned in the 
course of some partly high-spirited, partly sadistic, rom- 
pings to gratify their host’s strange whims? Of cotnse, I 
did not seriously suppose such a thing, but for a split sec¬ 
ond the grotesque notion presented itself. However, set- 
^g fantasy aside, I saw at once that something was 
Wong’ with Betty Templer, not realizing, until I came to 
shake hands with her, how' badly ‘wrong’ things were. It 
Ws like trying to shake hands with' Ophelia while she was 
^rewing flowers. Betty Templer was ‘dotty’. She was as 
dotty’ as my sister-in-law, Blanche Tolland — far dot¬ 
ted, because people met Blanche, talked with her at par- 
had dealings with her about her chanties, without 
<^ver guessing about her ‘dottiness’. Indeed, in the world 
® good works’ she was a rather well known, certainly a 
J'espected, figure. Blanche’s strangeness, when examined', 
Kiaiifiy took the shape of lacking any desire to enpge her- 
f in life^ to have friendsj to marry^ to bear children^ to 
go out into the world. Within, so to speak, her chosen al- 
‘^ove, she appeared perfectly happy, at least not actively 
unhappy. The same could certainly not be said for Betty 
^.empler. Betty Templer, on the contrary, was painfully 
disorientated, at her wits’ end, not happy at all. It was 
dreadful. I saw that the situation required reassessment, 
^her my failure at shaking hands udth her, I made some 
I'cinark about the w^eather. She looked at me without 
speaking, as if horrified at my words. 

. J^i^haps it would be better to go to the Chinese Room,’ 
said Sir Magnus, ‘if the drinks are really.there.’ 

spoke in that curiously despondent, even threatening, 
manner sometimes adopted by very rich people towards 
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tlieir guests, especially where food and drink are concerned, 
a tone suggesting considerable danger that drinks would 
not be found in the Cliinese Room or, indeed, anywhere 
else at Stourwater Gasde; that we should be lucky if we 
were given anything to drink at all - or to eat, too, if it 
came to that — during the evening that lay ahead of us. 

‘Will you lead the way, Anne?’ he said, with determined 
cheerfulness. ‘I shall have to speak to you later about try¬ 
ing to keep us from our drinks. Deliberate naughtiness on 
your part, I fear. Have you heard the New Hungarian 
String Quartet, Hugh? I haven’t been myself. I w'as at 
Faust tlie other night, and a little disappointed at some of 
the singing.’ 

We followed through the door, crossing the hall again, 
while I wondered what on earth had happened to Tern- 
pier’s wife to give her this air of having been struck by 
lightning. Contact between us was broken for the moment, 
because, while drinks were being dispensed in the Chinese 
Room, I found myself talking to Anne Umfraville. By the 
fireplace there, as if left by some visiting photographer, was 
a camera on a tripod, beside which stood two adjustable 
lamps. 

‘What’s all this, Donners?’ asked Matilda. ‘Have you 
taken up photography?’ 

‘It is my new hobby,’ said Sir Magnus, speaking apolo" 
geticaUy, as if this time, at least, he agreed with ^ other 
people in thinking his own habits a shade undesirable. I fin 
it impossible to persuade professionals to take pictures o 
my collections in the way I want them taken. That was 
why I decided to do it myself. The results, although 
it, are as good, if not better. I have been photographing 
some of the Nymphenburg. That is why the apparatus is 
in here.’ 

‘Do you ever photograph people?’ asked Moreland. 

‘I had not thought of that,’ said Sir Magnus, ^smiling 
rather wolfishly, ‘I suppose I might rise to people. 

‘Happy snaps,’ said Matilda. ^ ^ 

‘Or unhappy ones,’ said Moreland, ‘just for a change. 


II2 



Dinner was announced. We found ourselves among those 
scenes in blue, yellow and crimson, tlie tapestries illustra¬ 
ting the Seven Deadly Sins, which surrounded the dining¬ 
room, remembered so well from my earlier visit. Then, I 
had sat next to Jean Duport. We had talked about the 
imagery of the incidents depicted in the tapestries. Suit- 
ably enough our place had been just below the sequences 
of Luxuria. 


Of course they are newly married ...’ she had said. 
That all seemed a long time ago. I glanced round the 
room. If the rest of Stourwater had proved disappointing 
" Certainly less overpowering in ornate magnificence — 
! ose fantastic tapestries, on the other hand, had gained 
m magnitude. More gorgeous, more extravagant than ever, 
oy engulfed my imagination again in their enchanting 
colours, grotesque episodes, symbolic moods, making me for- 
more the persons on either side of me, just as I 
ad been unaware of Jean when she had spoken on that 
ay, telling me we had met before. Thinking of that, I in- 
mged in a brief moment of sentimentality permissible be- 
cre social duties intervened. Then, I collected niyself.^ I 
'yas betweeii Matilda a.nd Betty Templer - we were sit- 
mg at a table greatly reduced in size from that in use on 
he day when Prince Theodoric had been entertained at 
ourwater - and, abandoning the tapestries, I became 
aware that Templer was chatting in his easy way to Matil- 
^a, while I myself had made no effort to engage his wife in 
onvereation. Beyond Betty Templer, Moreland was already 
^^^^*^^®^cring a tremendous scolding to Anne Umfraville, 
as soon as they sat down, had ventured to express 
th’ ^ opinion w^hich outraged him, an easy enough 

mg to do. Sir Magnus, on the other side, had begun to 
c^nt-to Isobel the history of the castle. 

Tein^l^^ been to Stourw^ater before?’ I asked Betty 

f'-^ced at me with big, frightened eyes, 
s rather a wonderful house, isn’t it?’ 



‘How — how do you mean ?’ 

That question brought me up short. To Jike Stour- 
watery to disapprove, were both tenable opinions, but, as re¬ 
sidence, the castle could hardly be regarded as anything 
except unusual. If Betty Templer had noticed none of its 
uncommon characteristics, pictures and fui'niture were not 
a subject to embark upon. 

TIo you know this part of the world at all?’ 

‘No,’ she said, after some hesitation. 

‘Peter told me you lived at Sunningdale,’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Have you been there long?’ 

‘Since we married.’ 

‘Good for getting up and down to London,’ 

‘I don’t go to London much.’ 

‘I suppose Peter gets back for dinner.’ 

‘Sometimes.’ 

She looked as if she might begin to cry. It was an imbe¬ 
cile remark on my part, the worst possible subject to bring 
up, talking to the wife of a man like Templer. 

‘I expect it is all rather nice there, any^vay,’ I said. 

I knew that I was losing my head, that she would soon 
reduce me to as desperate a state, conversationally spea 
ing, as herself. 

‘Yes,’ she admitted. 

‘It was extraordinary Peter’s bringing us over in the car 
this evening. I hadn’t seen him for ages. We used to know 
each other so well at school.’ 

‘He knows such a lot of people,’ she said. ^ 

Her eyes filled with tears. There could be no doubt o 
it. I wondered what was going to happen next, feanng tlie 
worst. However, she made a tremendous effort. 

‘Do you live in London?’she asked. 

‘Yes, we —’ . ' c t 

‘I used to live in London when I was married to my ^ 

husband.’ 

‘Oh, yes,’ 

‘He was in — in jute.’ 
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*^Vas he?’ 

^ For the moment I saw no way of utilizing this open- 


mg. 


Are you a stockbroker?’ she asked. 

‘No... I ’ 

1 suddenly felt unable to explain what I did, what 1 was. 
he difficulties seemed, for some reason, insuperable. For- 
hinately no explanation was necessary. She required of me 
^^j^^omative profession. 

. ^ost of Peter’s friends are stockbrokers,’ she said, speak- 
rather more calmly, as if tliat thought brought some 
balm to her soul, adding, a moment later, ‘Some of 
th^ Hve at Sunningdale.’ 

he situation was relieved at that moment by Matilda’s 
tausing^ conversation to become general by returning to 
e subject of Sir Magnus and his photography, 
sh talking about photographing people, Donners,’ 

c 'Why don’t you be^n on us after dinner? What 

°^j^he nicer to photograph than the present company?’ 
t}i ^ good idea,’ said Anne Umfraville. ‘Do let’s do 
Magnus. It would be fun.’ 

e was greatly improved, far less truculent, than in the 
I had first met her. If Dicky Umfraville could 
be said exactly to have knocked the nonsense out of 
^^^3^ge to him had certainly effected a change. At 
nonsense was, so to speak, rearranged in a man- 
ess irksome to those with whom she came in contact. 

contradicted, as a matter of principle, every' 
than her; her demeanour was friendly, rather 

reverse. Soon after our arrival at Stourwater, she 
mu Isobel that they were distant cousins; her 

desf'^^ blunder with Moreland was due to ignorance, not 
tilda^ ®^3-cerbate him; she was well disposed even to Ma- 
have • ^ former ‘girl’ of Sir Magnus’s, might well 

ly antagonism. I thought she had obvious- 

^xplai^^if Templer, and he to her. That might 

leastexcellent humour. It might also explain, at 
part, his wife’s ‘state’. 



'Oh, are we going to be photographed?’ Betty Templer 
whispered at that moment in an agonized voice, 

I concluded she had been reduced to her unhappy condi¬ 
tion largely by Templer’s goings-on. Her oivn prettiness, 
silliness, adoration of himself must have brought Tempfe 
to the point of deciding to remove her from the husband 
who ‘bored her by talking of money all the time, ht^ 
period when Templer was no doubt still smarting from nis 
own abandonment by Mona, Betty had re-established ms 
confidence by accepting him so absolutely. In marrying her, 
Templer had shown himself determined to make no sim 
mistake a second time, to choose a wife unquestiona y 
devoted to him, one possessing, besides, not too much i e 
of her own. Mona, by the time she came Templer s way, 
had had too many adventures. In Betty, he had certain y 
found adoration (throughout dinner, she 
tortured glances in his direction), but the price 
a high one. In short, Templer had picked a girl probapiy 
not quite ‘all there’ even at the beginning of 
life; then, by his racketty conduct, he had sent her 
very stable faculties off their balance. Betty Temp ''j 
simply not equipped to cope with her husband,^ to s 
up to Templer’s armour-plated egotism as a ‘ladies man^ 
Tlie qualities that had bowled her over p 

that bowled her over, so far as that went, still — a 
so driven her to the borders of sanity. Never very bng 
the head, she had been shattered by the unequal batti • 
The exercise of powerful ‘charm’ is, in any case, 
preciated in pubhc than in private life, exacting, as ^ 
almost as heavy demands on the receiver ^ the trans ’ 
demands often too onerous to be weighed satis ac 
against the many other, all too delicate, ^ 

married life. No doubt affairs with other women play 
their part as well. In the circumstances, it was me 
able that Templer did not have affairs wth other women 
That, at least, was my own reading of the situation. A y 
way, whatever the cause, there could be no ® T - 

Templer’s spirit was broken, that she was near e 
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her tether. Templet must have been aware of that him¬ 
self. In factj his perpetual awareness of it explained my 
O'vn consciousness of some horror in the background when 
he had stepped from his car that evening. He was always 
hind, I noticed, when he spoke to Betty, would probab y 
have done anything in his power — short. of altering s 
Own way of life, which perhaps no one can truly ~ 
.alleviate this painful situation. It was a gruesome predica^ 
®cnt. I thought how ironic that Templer, my fii'st 
to speak with assurance of ‘women’ and their ways, shoul 
have been caught up in this dire matrimonial trap. These 
impressions shot across the mind, disquieting, evanescent, 
like forked lightning. Sir Magnus, who had been silent for 
a minute or two, now leaned foiward over the dinner-ta ^ 
if fo carry us all with him" at some aU important board 
meeting - at a Cabinet itself - in the pursuance of an 
onerous project he had in mind. . 

% all means let us take some photographs after din- 
be said. ‘What a good idea.’ j i. t. 

Highlights showed on his greenish eyes. No doubt he 
saw escape from dishing up ‘Munich’ for the thousands 
^*me, not only with Anne XJmfraville, but also with a hand- 
of guests whose views he, could not reasonably be ex¬ 
pected to take seriously. Like so many men who have made 
a successful career through the will, it was hard to guess 
now much, or how little,' Sir Magnus took in of what was 
going on immediately round him. Did he know that his 
Ptvn Sexual habits were a source of constant speculation 
and jocularity; that Moreland was tortured by the thought 
Matilda’s former status in the house; that Betty Tem- 
F nrade the party a very uncomfortable one; or was he 
mdvfferent to these things, and many others as well? It 
"'as impossible to say. Perhaps Sir Magnus, through his 
antennae, was even more keenly apprised'of surrounding 
^‘mnmstances dran tlie rest of us; perhaps, on tlie other 
be was able to dismiss them completely from his 
consciousness as absolutely unessential elements in his 
^’■'n tranquil progress tlirough life. 
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‘Let’s pose some tableaux/ said Matilda. ‘Donners can 
photograph us in groups.’ 

‘Historical events or something of that sort,’ said Anne 
Umfraville. ‘The history'of the castle? We could use some 
of the armour. Ladies watching a tournament? 

Moreland had shown signs of being dreadfully bored un¬ 
til that moment, expressing his own lack of enjoymen 
by yawns and occasional tart remarks. Now he j 

cheer up. The latest proposal not only pointed to the n 
of evening he liked,' it also opened up new possibilities o 
teasing Sir Magnus, a project certainly uppermost at 
moment in his mind. Anne Umfraville seemed to some ex 
tent to share this wish to torment her host. ^ , 

‘Let’s do scenes from the career of Sir Magnus, 
Moreland. ‘His eventual rise to being dictator o 

world.’ _ . -t. 

‘No, no,’ said Sir Magnus, laughing. ‘That I 

low. It would have a bad effect on my ,Vrt 

must remember I am only a beginner. Myself as a su 

would make me nervous.’ , ^ 

^ ‘Iditler and Chamberlain at Godesberg? sugges e 

TDiCr Ji* 

IT-iat proposal, certainly banal enough, was 
missed, not only as introducing too sinister, too 
a note, but also as a scene devoid of attractive an 

ful characters of both sexes. -Vtore- 

‘What about some mythological mcident. smd i 
land. ‘Andromeda chained to her rock, or the flaying 

pictuiK?’ said Apne Umfraville. 'A man 

■once told me I looked like Mona Lisa. I admit he d drato 
a lot of Martinis. We want something that will bnng e\cr> 


"""‘Ruliens’s Rape of ihc Sabine IVomcnf mid 

‘or The Garden of Earthly Delights by Hieronjmus Ba>d. 

WV mic'iit even be higiibrows, while v.c rc abou i 5 an. 

Res Demoiselles d'Jvignon. WbaiV, against a hnle prac.i- 

cal cubKm?’ 



Sir Magnus nodded appro%dngly. 

''iVe girls don’t want to die of cold/ said Anne Um- 
fra\ille. 'Nothing too rough, either.' I’m not feeling parti¬ 
cularly cubistic tonight.’ 

Or too liighbrow,’ said Tcmpler. ‘Nick w’ill get out of 
band. I know him of old. Let’s stick to good straightfor- 
^'ard stuff, don’t you agree, h'lagnus — Anne doing a strip¬ 
tease, for instance.’ 

Nothing sordid,’ said Anne Umfraville, her attention 
stinctly engaged by this last suggestion. ‘It must all be 
intellectual level, or I shan’t play.’ 

Well-known verses, then,’ said Moreland, 

I was a king in Babylon, 

And you were a Christian slave... 

J^ot that I can ever see how the couple in question man- 
^ged to be those utterly disparate things at the same mo- 
in history — or, to change the mood entirely; 

all strange hours and. all strange loves are over, 
reams and desires and sombre songs and sweet ... 

^^re is good material in both of those. The last would be 
for including everyone.’ 

bett ^ mind was still on the tapestries. What could be 
fered? "variations on the spectacle these already of- 

^°t the Seven Deadly Sins?’ 

‘Iiyr said Anne Umfraville. 

‘A yersion,’ said Moreland. 

rdea,’ agreed Sir Magnus. ‘A very good idea 

aodded his head in support of the Board’s — the 
He ^ ~ proposal. That was the tone of his words. 

■. ‘I round to talk. There was no dissentient voice. 

dinn! 1 1 fonvard to seeing some first-rate acting after 
“’^r, he said. 
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He nodded his head again. Everything he did had about 
it,hea \7 sonorous overtones. He was entirely free from 
g^ety. INothing of that kind could ever have troubled him. 
I here was suddenly a tremendous gasp from Betty Tem- 

p er, who had been quite silent while all this discussion w'as 
taking place. 

^ Oh, we haven’t got to act, have we?’ she now cried out 
in a voice of despair. 1 can’t act. I never was able to. Need 
we really?’ 

Oh, don t be so silly, darling,’ said Templer, addressing 
her for the first time that evening rather sharply. ‘It’s only 
a game. Nothing much will be expected of you. Don’t try 
and wreck everything from the start.’ 

‘But I can't act.’ 

‘It will be all right.’ ■ 

- ‘Oh, I wish I hadn ’t come.’ 

‘Pull yourself together, Betty.’ 

This call to order made her lips tremble. Again, I 
thought there were going to be tears. However, once more 
she recovered herself. She was more determined than one 
might suppose. 

‘YeSj you must certainly play your part, Betty,’ said Sir 
Magnus, with just a hint, just the smallest suggestion, of 
conscious cruelty. ‘We are exactly seven, so everyone must 
do his or her bit.’ 

‘We’re eight,’ said Moreland. ‘Surely you yourself are 
not going.to be sinless?’ 

‘I shall only be the photographer,’ said Sir Magnus, 
smiling firmly. 

‘WTiat are the Seven Deadly Sins, anyway?’ said 
Umfraville. ‘I can never remember. Lust, of course - we 
all know that one — but the others. Pride —’ 

‘Anger — Avarice — En\y — Sloth — Gluttony,’ said Isobel. 
‘They are represented all round us,’ said Sir MagTm.s, 
making a gesture towards the walls, at the same time wip- 
ing his lips very carefully with a napkin, as if in fear of con¬ 
tamination, ‘sometimes pictured ratlier •whimsically.’ 

He seemed cheered as Moreland by %vhat lay ahead. He 
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roust also have decided cither that a little more driiik svould 
improve the tableaux, or that the measure of ■u'inc up to 
roen provided was insuiTicient to clear him unequivocally 
ro the sin of Avarice, because he said in an aside to the but- 
I think wc shall need some more of that claret.’ 

_ How are we to decide svhat cvciy'one is going to do?’ 
Umfraville. ‘Obviously Lust is tltc star part.’ 
Tlo you tliink so. Anne?’ said Sir Magnus, feigning pon- 
crous reproof. ‘Then to prevent argument, I must decide 
Or you jdl. It privilege as host. I shall allot every^- 

®tie a Sin. Then they will be allowed their own team to 
j^'t Peter, I tliink we can rely on you to take charge of 
ust ~ which for some reason Anne seems to suppose so 
to everyone — for I don’t think is'e can offer 
a'sin to a lady. Perhaps, Anne, you would yourself 
tilfl Anger - no, no, not a word. I must insist. Ma- 
Envy. Not suit you? Certainly I think it would suit 
Isobel, no one could object to Pride. Betty, I am 
^ g to ask you to portray Avarice. It is a very' easy one, 
no demand on your powers as an actress. Non- 
yon will do it very well. We will all help you. 
j ^Sn, don’t be offended if I ask you to present Gluttony. 

°^^on heard you praise the pleasures of the table 
for'"^ ^ others. Mr Jenkins, I fear there is nothing left 
^P’ou but Sloth. There are, of course, no pex'sonal impli- 
it ^ ^ quite inappropriate, but like Avarice, 

If th^ S^ont demands on the actor.’ 

administrative capacity of Sir Magnus Donners 
Eeen at all in question before that moment, his 
make decisions — and have them obeyed — was 
gfy^^Ply demonstrated. Naturally, a certain amount of 
sunprfi • f place about the allotment of Sins, but only 
One objection was raised. In the end every- 

nia<Je Donners ruling. Even Betty Templer 

could ^ feeble repetition of the statement that she 

brushed aside for the last time, 
^mying Qj especially delighted with the idea of por- 
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‘Can we do them in here?’ he asked, ‘everyone in front 
of his or her appropriate Sin?’ 

‘Certainly,’ said Sir Magnus, ‘certainly. We will return 
after coffee.’ 

He had become more than ever like an energetic, domi¬ 
nating headmaster, organizing extempore indoor exercise 
for his pupils on an afternoon too wet for outdoor games. 
A faint suggestion of repressed, slightly feverish excitement 
under his calm, added to this air, like some pedagogue 
confronted with aspects of his duties that gratify him 
almost to the point of aberration. The rest of dinner passed 
wdth much argument as to how best the Sins were to be 
depicted. All of us drank a lot, especially Moreland, Tern- 
pier and Anne Umfraville, only Sir Alagnus showing his 
usual moderation. The extravagance of the project offered 
temporary relief from personal problems, from the European 
scene. I had not expected the evening to turn out thrs way. 
There could be no doubt that Sir Magnus, genuinely 
exhilarated, was, as much as anyone, casting aside ms 
worries. While the table was cleared, we had coffee in the 
Chinese Room, drawing lots as to the order in which t e 
Sins should be presented. Camera and arc lamps were 

moved into the dining-room. _ 

‘Do you want any companions, Hugh?’ asked Sir Mag 

nus. 

‘Gluttony at its most enjoyable dispenses wdth compan¬ 
ionship,’said Moreland, who was to lead off. • 

He had surrotmded himself wdth dishes of fruit and li¬ 
queur bottles, from both of which he was helping him-e 
liberally. 

‘Be prepared for the flash,’ said Sir Magnus. 

Moreland, not prepared, upset a glass of Kiimmel. He 
must have been photographed half-sprawled across 
table. It was agreed to have been a good perform^ce. 

T shall continue to act the Sin for the rest of the eve¬ 
ning,’ he said, pouring out more Kiimmel, this time m o 

tumbler. - . .r-r f -n oc 

Isobel was next as Pride. She chose Anne Urn rav e 
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her ‘feed’. With these two a different note was struck. More¬ 
land's ‘turn’ was something individual to himself, an 
artist - in this case a musician — displaying considerable 
attainment in a medium not his own. With Isobel and 
Anne Umfraville, on the otlrer hand, the performance was of 
quite another order. The two of them had gone off to¬ 
gether to find suitable ‘properties’, returning with a metal 
rcceptacle for fire irons, more or less golden in material, the 
kgs of which, when inverted, formed- the spikes of a crown. 
They had also amassed a collection of necklaces and beads, 
^gs and capes of fur. With the crown on her head, loaded 
uith jewels, fur hanging in a triangular pattern from her 
sleeves, Isobel looked the personification of Pride. Anne 
ymfraville, having removed her dress, wore over her un- 
^crclothes a tattered motor rug, pinned across with a huge 
rooch that might have come from a sporran. She had 
partially blacked her face; her hair hung in rats’ tails over 
uur forehead; her feet were bare, enamelled toenails the 
• visible remnant of a more ornamented form of exis¬ 
tence. Here, before us, in these two, was displayed the ) 
^rsery and playroom life of generations of ‘great houses’: 

e^ abounding physical vitality of big aristocratic families, 
j absolute disregard for personal dignity in uninhibited 
flight in ‘dressing up’, that passionate return to child- > 
“Ood, never released so fully in any other country, or, even 
this country so cornpletely by any other class. Sir Mag- 
was enchanted; 

‘Tou are a naughty ^rl, Anne,’ he said, with warm ap- 
^ Proval. ‘You’ve made yourself look an absolute little scamp, 

Y ’^dle of mischief. I congratulate you, too. Lady Isobel. 
°^®kould always wear fur. Fur really becomes you.’ 

.^y turn next,’ said Anne Umfraville now breathless 
TtR '^^^kement. ‘Isobel and I can do Anger just as we are. 
perfectly. Wait a second.’ 

^ ^he went off to the hall, returning a moment later with 
ong two-handed sword, snatched from the wall, or from 
b”^ figures in armour. With this, as Anger provoked 

y i^nde, she cut Isobel down in her finery. 
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‘That should make a splendid picture/ said Sir Magnus, 
from behind the camera. 

My own enactment of Sloth required no histrionic abil¬ 
ity beyond lying on the table supported by piles of cushions. 
It was quickly over. 

‘Leave the cushions there, Nick,’ said Templer, ‘I shall 
need them all for Lust.’ 

Matilda’s turn, good as it was in some ways, noticeably 
lowered the temperatxue of the entertainment Once again 
the whole tone of the miming changed. I had the impres¬ 
sion that, if Anne Umfraville was unexpectedly tolerant o 
Matilda, Matilda was less prepared to accept Anne Umfra¬ 
ville. Certainly Matilda was determined to show that she, 
as a professional actress, had a reputation to sustain. S e 
had draped herself in a long green robe - possibly 
Sir Magnus’s dressing gowns, since Matilda’s famihanty 
with the castle rooms had been of help in collecting cos 
tumes and ‘props’ — a dress that entirely concealed ^ cr 
trousers. In this she stood, with no supporting cas^ against 
the p^el of the tapestry representing Envy. Everything 
to be done by expression of the features. She stood a so 
lutely upright, her face contorted. The glance, inasmuc 
as it was canalized, seemed aimed in the direction of n 
Umfraville. So far as it went, the performance was 
might even be said to show considerable talent.^ n 
other hand, the professional note, the contrast with w 
had gone before, somewhat chilled the party. There 'va 
some clapping. There appeared to be no other 'vay 

brinainer Matilda back to earth. 

‘Jolly good, Matty,’ said Moreland. ‘I shaU Imov/no 
what’s happened when I next see you looking like tiiat. 

There was still Betty Templer to be hustled throug 
Avarice, before her husband sustained the role of ^ , j 
final Sin, which, it was agreed, would make a cheeriu 
termination to the spectacle. I was interested to see 
would happen when Betty Templers turn came, w 
Sir ivfagnus would take charge, or Templer. It ir'ss 
pier. 
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‘Come on, Betty,^ he said in a soothing voice, ‘I can be a 
beggar by the side of the road and you can be walking past 

your nose in the air/ ^ 

That was obviously a simple, kindly solution to^ Betty 
Templer’s diffidence about acting, to which no objection 
could possibly be taken. There was assistance from Anne 
Umfraville and Isobel in providing a suitably rich-looking 
bag, and various garments, to increase the contrast between 
riches and poverty, Templer himself had by then removed 
some of his clothes, so that only a few touches were required 
to turn him into an all but naked beggar seeking alms. 
His wife stood smiling unhappily for a second or tw^o, taut 
miserable, but carried through, in spite of everything, 
by her looks. She was undeniably veiy pretty indeed. In 
Ihe unpropitious circumstances, she might be said to have 
Acquitted herself well. Now that the ordeal was over, she 
^vould no doubt feel better. I thought that the danger of a 
total breakdown on her part — by no means to be disre- 
E^^rded until that moment — could now be dismissed from 
toe^mind. Indeed, having been forced against her will to 
Betty Templer would probably discover that she was 
pleased with herself after carrying things off with 
^^^P3^2.tive success. 

pood, Betty,’ said Sir Magnus, perhaps himself a little 
Lust, Peter. Do you want any help?’ 

Yes, of course, I do, old boy,’ said Templer, now rather 
^gnt. ‘Really, that is a most insulting remark, Magnus. I 
Shouldn’t have thought it of you. I want all the girls I’m 
hot married to. Married Lust isn’t clecent. I’d like to do 
different forms of Lust. You can photograph the one 

yhhtliinkhest.’ 

^oason not to photograph them all,’ said Sir Mag- 
'"L^ere is plenty of film.’ 

‘Y the tlrree ages of Lust?’ said Moreland, 

Middle-aged, Elderly?’ 

ond ^^P^^hdid idea,’ said Templer. ‘Perhaps Lady Isobel 
. Mrs Moreland would assist me in the first two, and 
^hein the last.’ 
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He began to prepare a comer of the table, upon which 
the cushions of Sloth still remained. Templer had now en¬ 
tirely throwm off the distant, almost formal air he had 
showm earlier in the day. He was more like himself when 
I had knowm him years before. His first scene. Youthful 
Lust, as he saw it — an old-fasliioned conception, veiy . 
typical of Templer himself — was to take place in the pri¬ 
vate room of a restaurant, where a debutante had been lured 
by a lustful imdergraduate: Isobel, in long white gloves 
(which Sir Magnus produced, as if by magic)', with three 
ostrich feathers in her hair; Templer, in vaguely sporting 
attire, shorts and a scarf playing some part. Then, Middle- 
aged Lust; Matilda for some reason wearing sun-spectaclK, 
was a married woman repelling the advances of a lustful 
clergyman, Templer in this role wearing an evening collar 
back-to-front. Neither of these two tableaux was specially 
memorable. For the third scene. Elderly Lust, a lustful octo- 
genarian entertained to dinner a ballet gid - another typi¬ 
cally nineteenth-century Templar concept — an opera-hat 
being produced from somewhere, white blotting-paper 
from the wrriting-table in the moming-room providing a 
stiff shirt. Arme Umfraville had constructed some sort of a 


ballet skirt, but was wearing by then little else. In his pre^n- 
tation of senile lust, Templer excelled himself, a theatrical 
performance he could never have achieved in the past. 
His acting might almost be regarded as one of those c^s 
where xmhappiness and frustration seem to force something 
like art from persons normally concerned only Mth the 
material side of life. Arme Umfraville, as the ballet girl, fen 


not far short of him in excellence. 


‘Give me that fly-whisk,’ said Templer. 

* At the height of the act, amid much laughter from the 
audience, I suddenly heard next to me a muffled howl, t 
was the noise a dog makes when accidentally trodden on. 
I turned to see what had happened. The sound came from 
Betty Templer. Tears were coursing down her cheeks, p 
to that moment she had been sitting silent on one of t 
dining-room chairs; watching the show, apparently fair y 
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PPy now that her own turn was passed. I thought she 
''as even finding these antics a little amusing. Now, as I 
^ked at her, she jumped up and rushed from the room, 
le door slammed. Templer and Anne Umfraville, both by 
Isss recumbent on the cushions littering tlie 
.6, in a dramatic and convincing representation of im- 
separated one from the other. Templer 
^ ‘nu Magnus looked up from the camera, 

n, dear,’ he said mildly, T’m afraid Betty is'not feel- 
l^well again. Perhaps' she should not have sat up so late.’ 
or some reason my mind was carried back at that mo- 
- Stonehurst and the Billson incident. This was all 

of thing. Betty wanted Templer’s love, just 
tated Albert’s; Albert’s marriage had precipi- 

j ^ breakdown in just the same way as Templer’s ex- 
Mth Anne Umfraville. Here, unfortunately, 
to ^ Conyers to take charge of the situation, 

quieten Betty Templer. Certainly her husband showed 
sign of wanting to accept that job. However, 
re an extreme moral discomfort could further immerse 


all of 


room ^ diversion took place. The door of the dining' 
the tl' ’•^''^ritly slammed, opened again. A man stood on 
inp ^*^^bold. He was in uniform. He appeared to be stand- 
worl^ attention, a sinister, threatening figure, calling the 
<f> ^'"rris. It was Widmerpool. 

Sj °°^ning,’he said. 

SniilL 'vho had been fiddling with the camera, 

to ext^ loietly to himself, as if he had not entirely failed 
rrhe l^'^i ^ Passing thrill of pleasure from Betty Templcr's 
hana rrp- Then he advanced across the room, his 

^od^outsti-etched. 

lam ho expect to see you at this 

^0 LonT ^ ^5*'^Sht you must have decided to drive straight 
(L ^ have been taking some photographs.’ 

"uder "'hen the countiy had lived for some time 

Pktf n ^ "’or, the traditional, the almost com- 

ht-x-n anonymity of the army in England had 

cacly abrogated. Orders enacting that officers 
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never to be seen in London -wearing uniform - certainly 
on no social occasion, nor, as a rule, even when there on 
duty — being to some extent relaxed, it was now not un- 
, known for a Territorial, for example, to appear in khak in 
unmilitary surroundings because he was on his way to or 
from a brief period of training. Something of the sort 
must have caused Widmerpool’s form of dress. His arnv* 
al at this hour was, in any case, surprising enough. The 
sight of him in uniform struck a chili through my bones. 
-Nothing, up to that date, had' so much brought home to 
me the imminence, the certitude, of war. That was not be¬ 
cause Widmerpool himself looked innately military. On 
the contrary, he had almost the air of being about to per¬ 
form a music-hall turn, sing a patriotic song or burlesque, 
with ‘patter’, an army officer. Perhaps that was only be¬ 
cause the rest of the party were more or less in fancy dress. 
Even so, uniform, for some reason, brings out character, 
physique, class, even sex, in a curious manner. I had never 
before thought of Widmerpool as possessing physical char¬ 
acteristics at all feminine in disposition, but now his u y- 
awkward shape, buttoned up and held together by a a 
Browne belt, recalled Heather Hopkins got up as air a 
rniral in some act at the Merry Thought. Widmerpoo 
evidently at a loss, hopelessly at a loss, to know w at wa 
happening. He put his cap, leather gloves and a swag^ 
stick bound in leather on,the sideboard, hawng 
reason brought all these with him, instead of leaving e 
in the hall; possibly to make a more drarnatic 
Sir Magnus introduced the Morelands. Widmerpool began 

to assert himself. , , , r 

‘I have heard my medical man, Brandreth, speak “ ) ’ 

Mr Moreland,’ he said. ‘Don’t .you play the piano. I th 
so. Now I recall, I believe, that we met in a nursing 
where I was confined for a time with tho.se vexaU^s “ 

I found you in tlie passage one day, talking to ic 
here. I believe you are one of Brandretli s patien •, 
is an able fellow. Brandreth, if something of a g -■ . • 

‘I say, Kcnnetir, old boy,’ said Tcinplcr, who, in-.ur 
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P^se at seeing Widmerpool at tliis moment in such an 
^'Seemed to have forgotten, at least dismissed from his 
his wife’s hysterical outburst are you going to make 
'‘^aliform fours?’ 

“You are not very up to date, Peter,’ said Widmerpool, 
at such a pitiful error. ‘The army no longer forms 
ours. You should surely know tliat. We have not done so 
or several years now. I cannot name the precise date o 
we Army Council Regulation. It is certainly by no means 

recent.’ 

drifn^’" said Templer. ‘You must give us some squad 

j are very fortunate not to be faced wnth squad 
ru in any case,’ said Widmerpool severely, ‘it was touch 
go. You may count yourself lucky that the recent for- 
®*'vasreachei’ 

ampler brought his heels together with a click. Wid- 
ignored this facetiousness. He turned to me. 

''ell, Nicholas,’ he said, ‘I did not know you were a 
ourw’ater visitor. Can you explain to me why evep^one 
clad - or unclad - in this extraordinary manner?’ 

'r Magnus took charge of him. 

giad you were able to look in, Kenneth,’ he said, 
th ^ taking a few photographs after dinner. Just 

e Seven Deadly Sins, you know. Like yourself, I am a 
1 relaxation in these troublous times. It is absolute- 

^ You look very military, my dear fellow. 

nave been staying at my mother’s cottage,’■ said Wid- 
tQ^Tool, evidendy gratified by Sir Magnus’s conciliatory 
my?’ ®pcnt most of the afternoon with one of the other 
cial Territorial division. I was doing a rather spe- 

our GO. There seemed no point in changing 
im^^ mufti'. I find, too, that uniform makes a good 
^Pression these days. A sign of the times. Howmver, I 
to tell you, Magnus, that arrangements 
nt the Swiss company are all but completed. There were 
4?''^“Piwations.’ ^ 

.bis is old Bob’s affair, is it?’ said-Templer. ‘I saw' him 
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last week. He was complaining about the markets, God 
knows^ they’re awful.’ 

Templer, at that moment, was sitting on ,the edge of the 
dining-room table, with the opera-hat tipped to the back 
of his head. Having removed most of his clothes, he had 
wrapped a heavy rug around him, so that he might have 
been wearing some garment like an Inverness cape. He 
looked like a contemporary picture of a Victorian business¬ 
man on a journey, 

‘Steel made a modest recovery,’ said Widmerpool, appar¬ 
ently mesmerized by this semi-professional garb of Tern- 
pier’s into talking general business. ‘Then Copper has been 
receiving a fair amount of support. Also the Zinc-Lea 
group, with certain specific Tin shares. Still, it s a sorry 
state of affairs. I’m keeping an eye on this calling-m o 
funds by non-clearing lenders.’ _ 

Even Sir Magnus himself was unable to resist this sua- 
den switch to money-matters at Widmerpool’s entrance. 

‘The discount houses are getting sixty-nine per cent o 
their applications for bills dated any day next week excep 
Saturday at a price equal to a discount rate of practically 
twenty-five thirty-seconds per cent, he said. 

‘What do you think about the rumours of Eoosevei 
devaluing the dollar, Magnus?’ asked Templer ‘You don 
mind if I put a few more clothes on, here and now. 

getting a shade chilly.’ . ? 

^ ‘I see the flight of funds to Wall Street as continuing, 

said Sir Magnus, speaking very^ quietly, ‘even thougl) w 

have avoided war for the time being. 

That was an opinion I should have been prepared to 
hazard myself without laying claim to financial 
Sir- Magnus must have been un%villing to commit him 
in front of Widmerpool. His words also carried the unm 
takable note of implication that %ve should all go home 

‘Well, we have avoided war,’ said Widmerpool. lhat s 
the important point. I my.sclf think we aie sa e 
years at least. But — to get back to Duport - ‘ ^ 

is going through tlie subsidiary company, as agreed. JJup- 



collect the material from the Turkish sellers on his 
own responsibility, and wire the Swiss company when he 
lias enough ores for slripment.’ 

This Ought to keep old Bob quiet for a bit,’ said Tera- 
pler. ‘He does a job well when he’s at it, but goes to pieces 
unemployed. He brought off some smart deals in manga¬ 
nese when he was in South America, so he is always telling 
Chromite is the main source of manganese, isn’t it? 
1 ni no expert.’ ^ 

Chromite began Widmerpool. 

_ And payments?’ asked Sir Magnus, not without empha- 


Ive opened an accoimt for him through a local bank, 
Widmerpool, ‘since you asked me to handle the cred- 
tl That is agreeable to you, I hope. Duport can 

nreby undertake down-payments. We shall have to keep 
nn eyg European situation. In my opinion, as I 

it is going to steady up.’ 

ery good, Kenneth,’ said Sir Magnus, in a voice that 
the matter. - 

He began to fold up the stand of the flash lamp. The 
Magnus’s visitors, was at an end. The girls, 
uo had already gone off to clean themselves up, were now 
lurnmg. There was some muttering between Templer 
Anne Umfraville. Then she said good night all round, 
‘T from the dining-room. 

T. ™nk I’d better go up too,’ said Templer. See how 
1® getting on.’ 

Sood night. There was a sound of laughter 
vf.,^ stairs, suggesting that Anne Umfraville had not 
>« reached her room. 

tak Sir Magnus, ‘I am going to ask you to 

^ these friends of mine back in your car. It is not out 
f ^^l^r way.’ , 

crin live?’ asked Widmerpool, without both- 

are ^ assume even the most superficial veneer of pleas- 
taketK^^ J^signation, at this prospect. ‘I was intending to 
short cut through the park.’ 
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‘Peter kindly fetched tliem/ said Sir Magnus, ‘but Betty 
is not feeling well this evening. Naturally he wants to attend 
to her.’ 

He was absolutely firm. 

‘Come on, then/ said Widmerpool, without geniality. 

We thanked Sir Magnus profusely. He bowed us out. 
There was not much room in Widmerpool’s car. We charged 
insecurely tlarough murky lanes. 

‘What happened to Peter’s wife?’- asked Widmerpool. 
‘She is rather delicate, isn’t she? I have hardly met her.’" 

We gave him some account of the Stomwater evening. ; 

‘You seem all to have behaved in an extraordinary man¬ 
ner,’ said Widmerpool. ‘There is a' side of Magnus of 
which I cannot altogether approve, his taste for buffoonery 
of that kind, I don’t like it myself, and you would be sur¬ 
prised at the stories such goings-on give rise to. Disgusting 
stories. Totally untrue, of course, but mud sticks. You know 
Magnus will sit up working now until two or tliree in the 
morning. I know his habits.’ 

‘What is wrong with Betty Templer?’ I asked. 

‘r have been told that Peter neglects her,’ said Widmer- 
pool. ‘I understand she has always been rather a silly gid- 
Someone should have thought of .that before she became 
involved in your ragging. It was her husband s place to 
look after her.’ 

We arrived at the Morelands’ cottage. 

‘Gome in and have a drink,’ said Moreland. 

‘I never touch alcohol when I’m driving,’ said Widmer¬ 
pool, ‘more especially when ip uniform.’ 

‘A soft drink?’ > 

‘Thanks, no.’ 

‘I’ll make you a cup of tea,’ said Matilda. 

‘No, Mrs Moreland, I will push on.’ 

The-car’s headlights illuminated a stretch of road; then 
the glare disappeared from sight. We moved into the house. 

‘Who was tliat awful man?’ said Moreland. ^ 

‘You met him witli me once in a nursing home. 

‘No recollection.’ 
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“^Vhat a party,’ said Isobel. ‘Some of it was rather enjoy¬ 
able, all the same.’ 

What do you think of Stounvater?’ asked Matilda. I 
Ihid it really rather wonderful^ in spite of everything.’ 
Eldorado banal de toxis les vieiix gargons/ said Moreland, 
But that was Gythera/ said Isobel^ Hhe island of love. 
^ you think love flourishes at Stourwater?’ 

I dotft know/ said Moreland. 'Love means such different 
to different people.’ 



3 

Every Christmas, as I have said, Albert used to ^nd rny 
mother a letter drafted in a bold, sloping dowager’s hand, 
the mauve ink of the broad nib-strokes sinking deep, 
spreading, into the porous surface of the thick, creamy \vnt- 
ing paper with scalloped edge. He had kept that up for 
years. This missive, composed in the tone of a dispatc 
from a distant outpost of empire, would contain a detai e 
account of his recent life, state of health, plans for o 
future. Albert expressed himself well on paper, with , 
formality. In addition to these annual letters, he wou j 
every three or four years, pay my mother a visit on ms 
‘day ofF. These visits became rarer as he grew older. Vnr- 
ing the twenty-five years or so after we left Stonehurst, 
saw him on such occasions twice, perhaps three times; one 
of these meetings was soon after the war, when I was sti 
a schoolboy; another, just before ‘coming down’ from tn 
university. Perhaps there was a third. I cannot be sure. 
Certainly at our last encounter, I remember thinking Al¬ 
bert remarkably unchanged from Stonehmst days: ia j 
undeniably, though on the whole additional flesh suited mm. 
He had now settled down to be a fat man, with the proies- 
sional fat man’s privileges and far from neghgible sta 
in life. He still supported a chronic weariness of spint w 
an irony quite brutal in its unvarnished view of t . 

dark-blue suit, assumed ceremonially for the call, 
a rather distinguished appearance, brown canvas, ru e 
soled shoes temporarily-substituted for the traditiona 
slippers (which one pictured as never renovate or 
newed), adding a seedy, nearly sinister touch. ^ 
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passed for a depressed, incurably indolent member 
? royal house (there was a look of Prince Theodoric) 
^ hopeless exile. The ‘girl from Bristol’ had taken him in 
^d, no doubt bullied him a bit, at the same time arranged 
m general tolerable for both of them. She had caused 
' ■ 1 employment in hotels where good wages were 
chlH Rooking relatively appreciated. There were two 
, ren, a boy and a girl. Albert himself was never great- 
y interested in either of them, while admitting they ‘meant 
ch'W It had been largely with a view to the 

rcn s health and education that she had at last decided 


?■ seaside town (the resort, as it happened, 
tra/^ bad once conducted the municipal orches- 

man' opportunity was offered there to undertake the 

^ small ‘private hotel’. Albert was, in 
^eepiif ^ cooking, his wife look after the house- 

^ species of retirement, reflecting the ‘girl 
Y energetic spirit. 

Uftcle - which was called the Bellevue — 

beard f aik ^avitated. Even if he had never 

there 5 ^ “ert, Uncle Giles would probably have turned up 
Ilfford later. His life was spent in such places - the 

iDenal * ^^^-^-terre inBayswater,the prototype-a pheno- 

^othe ofwhich must have housed him at one time or 

‘Batt^ ^°^Sbout different parts of the United Kingdom, 
"'hat aT P Unde Giles used to say. ‘That’s 

stayed I itiot on board ship used to call the pubs he 

for ’em Omar'Khay 7 am, you know. Not a bad name 

of a b ^ man in his way. Wrote for the papers, 

nobodv <n Stingy, too. Won the ship’s sweep and 

The n ^ halfpenny back in hospitality.’ 

Albert at the Bellevue offered a family 
able deman?x® disregarded, one to support a reason- 
Ifo.cle G'l special treatment always felt by 

unjustly denied'him by fate and the 
front’ p •? 'P^°Pfo who want to push themselves to 
oou]^ ' ^^Jues, tile Bellevue offered a precinct ivhere 
crumble to his heart’s content about his owm fara- 
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ily to someone who knew them personally. That was a 
rare treat. In addition, when Uncle Giles next saw any 
members of his family, he could equally grumble about 
Albert, complaining that his cooking had deteriorated, his 
manners become ‘offhand’. Uncle Giles did not visit the 
Bellevue often. Probably Albert, who had his own vicissi¬ 
tudes of temperament to contend with, did not care - fam¬ 
ily connexion or no family connexion — to accommodate 
so cantankerous a client there too frequently. He may have 
made intermittent, excuses that the hotel was full to capa¬ 
city. Whatever the reason, these occasional sojourns at the 
Bellevue were spaced out, for the most part, between 
'Uncle Giles’s recurrent changes of employment, which 
grew no less frequent with the years. He continued to enjoy 
irritating his relations. 

‘I like the htde man they’ve got in Germany now/ he 
would remark, quite casually. 

This view, apparently so perverse in the light of Uncle 
Giles’s often declared radical principles, was in a measure 
the logical consequence of them. Dating to some extent 
from the post-war period, when to support Germany agamst , 
France was the mark of liberal opinion, it had somehow 
merged with his approval of all action inimical to estab¬ 
lished institutions. National Socialism represented revolu¬ 
tion; ,to that extent the movement gained the support, at 
any rate temporary support, of Uncle Giles. Besides, he 
shared Hitler’s sense of personal persecution, conviction 
that the world was against him. This was in marked con¬ 
trast to the feeling of my brother-in-law, Erridge, also a 
declared enemy of established institutions,, who devoted 
much of his energies to assisting propaganda against cur¬ 
rent German policies. Erridge, however, in his drift away 
from orthodox Communism after his own experiences m 
Spain, had become an increasingly keen ‘pacifist’, so that 
he was, in practice, as unwilling to oppose Germany by 
force of arms as Uncle Giles himself. 

‘We don’t want guns,’ Erridge used to say, ‘We want to 
make the League of Nations effective.’. 
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The death of the Tollands’ stepmother, Lady Warminster, 
or two before, with the consequent closing down of 
)Qe Park Gardens as an establishment, caused a re- 
the members of the Tolland fanuly who had 
there. This had indirectly affected Erridge, not as a 
concerned wth the^Hves of his brothers and 
Lady Warminster’s household came to an 
Robert and Hugo Tolland had to find some- 
^ ^ major physical upheaval for them, 

aian T family, Lady Warminster’s death 

at ^ state of childhood 

KP^’^P^^tive, forced her stepchildren to look at 
Oil thp^'^ different manner. Ties with their stepmother, 

Lad never been close in her 
KorahT 11 ^^!!^ emphasized their comparative strength: 
'^’’th Lad W ^ ^P^^^^Ly, who had never ‘got on’ very well 
Siting;-.losing no opportunity of as- 
Att^r “ ^at she had possessed splendid quali- 

^amunsterleffvm''' relatively rich men. Lady 

small 1 money of her own. There were 

Eianche Toll relations, friends and servants, 

the faw • the residue. She had always 

Blancbp’c^J stepmother, who may have felt 

^valla’big Hnt,r ™ttiness’ required all financial support 
future of departure came, Blan- 

bouse V P^°Llem. Erridge suggested she should 
^50 died at aV>n ^ ^ Thrubworth. His butler, Smith, had 
oumstauces’ moment - ‘in rather horrible cir- 

- and he had decided that he 
.^mith is tP ^ ^^^P inning the place. , 

'^^.b^orah.'YLMTf ^^ed under him,’ 

^'oce his bri f jLetter take care, Blanchiei 

«g» had shown 

V ^itb another\c ^ ® ° associate him- 

partly ^^ 1 ^^ intimately. That may have 

cate Si;? why 

was required. This poor state of health 



Erridge — always tending to hypochondria — now seemed 
to welcomcj perhaps feeling that to become as speedily as 
possible a chronic invalid would be some insurance against 
the need to take a decision in the insoluble problem of how 
to behave if hostilities with Germany were to break out. 

‘I have become a sick man,’ he used to say, on the rare 
occasions when any of his family visited Thrubworth. ‘I 
don’t know at aU how long I am going to last.’ 

Robert Tolland had lived in his stepmother’s house, partly 
through laziness, partly from an ingrained taste for econo¬ 
my: at least those were the reasons attributed by his broth¬ 
ers and sisters. At her death, Robert took a series of small 
flats on his own, accommodation he constantly changed, so 
that often no one knew in the least where he was to be 
found. In short, Robert’s life became more mysterious than 
ever. Hitherto, he had been seen from time to time at Hyde 
Park Gardens Sunday luncheon-parties; now, except for a 
chance glimpse at a theatre or a picture gallery', he dis- 
‘ appeared from sight entirely, personal relationship with 
him in general reduced to an occasional telephone <^lh 
Hugo Tolland, the youngest brother, also passed irretrie\'- 
ably into a world of his own. He continued to be rather 
successful as assistant to Mrs Baldwyn Hodges in her sec¬ 
ond-hand furniture and decorating business, where, one 
afternoon, he sold a set of ormolu candlesticks to Max 
Pilgrim, the pianist and cabaret entertainer, who 
moving into a new flat. When Hyde Park Gardens close 
down, Hugo announced that he was going to share 
this hat. There was even a suggestion - since engagements 
of the kind in which he had made, his name were less 
available than foimerly - that Pilgrim might put some 
money into Mrs Baldwyn Hodge’s firm and himself pm 
tlic 

Among her small bequests. Lady Warminster left her 
sister, Molly Jeavons, the marquetry cabinet in which she 
kept tlie material for her books, those r^bling, unre- 
vifrvved, though not entirely unreadable, lu^toncal sfnarei 
of dominating -women. Tne Maria Theresa manuscript, last 
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of these biographies upon which she had worked, remained 
uncompleted, because Lady Wanninister admitted — ex¬ 
pressing tile matter, of course, in her own impenetrably 
oblique manner - she had taken a sudden dislike to the 
Empress on reading for the first time of her heartless 
treatment of prostitutes. Although they used to see relatively 
little of each other, Molly Jeavons was greatly distressed 
^t her sister’s death. No greater contrast could be imagined 
t an the staid, even rather despondent atmosphere of Hyde 
^ik Gardens, and the devastating muddle and hustle of 
me Jeavons house in South Kensington, but it was mistaken 
0 suppose these antitheses precisely reproduced the oppos- 
mg characters of the two sisters. Lady Wanninster had a 
SI e that took pleasure in the tumbledown aspects of life: 
journeys to obscure fortune-tellers in the suburbs, visits 
*^ut of season to dowdy seaside hotels. It was, indeed, 
mma^able that she had never found her way to the Belle- 
^ 0 . Molly Jeavons, on the other hand, might pass her 
^ys happily enough with a husband as broken down, as. 
^employable, as untailored, as Ted Jeavons, while she 
c ^ °f fi’ee hotel for her relations, a rest-home for 

s dogs and other animals that could impose themselves 
nature; Molly, too, was capable of enjoying 
er sides of life. She had had occasional bursts of mag- 
cence as Marchioness of Sleaford, whatever her first 
may have lacked in other respects. 

‘tVi were married,’ Chips Lovell said, 

eight Ball was held at Dogdene. Molly, aged 

the iiineteen, livened up the proceedings by wearing 

^mord tiara - which I doubt if Aunt Alice has ever so 
SaVk ~ necklace belonging to Tippoo 

SnanJek Geoffrey’s grandfather bought for his 

famn mistress when he outbid Lord Hertford on that 

moxdnJt?^ mason there was a great deal of fuss about 
South cabinet from Hyde Park Gardens to 

scurc mason for tiiese difficulties was ob- 

ough It was true that not an inch remained in 
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own. I had never seen much of Uncle Giles, felt no more 
than formal tegret that he was no longer among us. There 
seemed no justice in the fact that fate had willed this duty 
to fall on myself. At the same time, I had to admit things 
might have been worse. Albert - more probably his wife - 
had made preliminary arrangements for the funeral, after 
informing my father of Uncle Giles’s death. I should stay 
at the Bellevue, where I was known; where, far more im¬ 
portant, Uncle Giles was known. He probably owed money, 
but there would be no uneasiness. Albert would have no fears 
about eventual payment. It was true that some embarrass¬ 
ing fact might be revealed: with Uncle Giles, to be pre¬ 
pared for the unexpected in some more or less disagreeable 
form was always advisable. Albert, burdened with few illu¬ 
sions on any subject, certainly possessed none about Uncle 
Giles; he would grasp the situation even if there were com¬ 
plexities. I could do what clearing up was required, attend 
the funeral, return the following morning. There was no real 
excuse for grumbling. All the same, I felt a certain faint¬ 
heartedness at the prospect of meeting Albert again after 
all these years, a fear — rather a base one — that he might 
produce embarrassing reminiscences of my own childhood. 
That was very contemptible. A moment’15 serious thought 
would have shown me that nothing was less likely. Albert 
Was interested in himself, not in other people. That did not 
then occur to me. My trepidation w^as increased by the fact 
that I had never yet set eyes on the ‘girl from Bristol,’ of 
whom her husband had always painted so alarming a 
picture. She was called ‘Mrs Creech’, because Albert, 
strange as it might seem, was named ‘Albert Creech’, The 
suffix ‘Creech’ sounded to my ears rmreal, incongruous, 
rather impertinent, like suddenly attaching a surname to 
one of the mythical figures of Miss Orchard’s stories of the 
gods and goddesses, or Mr Deacon’s paintings of the Hel¬ 
lenic scene. Albert, I thought, was like Sisyphus or Charon, 
one of those beings committed eternally to undesired and 
burdensome labours. Charon was more appropriate, since 
bert had, as it were, recently ferried Uncle Giles over 



minimise the fearful lineaments of death. In the end, with 
a \devv to terminating this catalogue of macabre detail, 
which I did not at all enjoy and seemed to have continued 
long enough, however much pleasure the narrative might 
afford Albert himself in the telling, I found myself invok- 
ing the past. This seemed the only avenue of escape. I 
spoke of Uncle Giles’s visit to Stonehurst just before the 
outbreak of war. Albert was hazy about it. 

‘Do you remember Bracey?’ 

Tracey?’ 

‘Bracey - the soldier servant.’ 

Albert’s face was blank for a moment; then he made a 
great effort of memory. 

‘Little fellow with a moustache?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Used to come on a bicycle?’ 

‘That was him.’ 

‘Ignorant sort of man?’ 

‘He had his Funny Days.’ 

Albert looked blank again. The phrase, once so hea\7 
with ominous import at Stonehurst, had been completely 
erased from his mind. 

‘Can’t recollect.’ 

‘Surely you must remember - when Bracey used to sulk.’ 

Did he go out with the Captain — with the Colonel, that 
is — when the army went abroad?’ 


‘He was killed at Mons.’ 

‘And which of us is going to keep alive. I wonder, wlicn 
the next one starts?' said Albert, dismissing, without <enti' 
menu the passing of Bracey, It won t be long now, tise waj 
I see it. If the government takes over the Bellevue, as they 
looks like doing, w'c 11 be in a fix. Be juit as bad, if sse ?ta\, 
Thev say the. big guns tliey hasx* nowadays vfll reach rhi-. 
place easy. They’ve come on a lor from what they wa^ in 


* ‘And Billson?’ I said. 

I was nov.- determined to 
'•object I had dreaded in the t 


ie-crc’,'ife ihr M-xy 

r.iin on tbo v.iy to ntr'ct 



again. I suppose by then I had some idea of working up, by 
^sy stages, to the famous Billson episode with General 
Conyers. I should certainly have liked to liear Albert’s con¬ 
sidered judgement after all these years. Once again, he 
showed no sign of recognition. 

‘Billson?’ 

‘The parlourmaid at Stonehurst.’ 

Small girl, was she - always having trouble with her 
teeth?’ 


‘No, that was another one.’ 

I recognized that it was no good attempting to rebuild the 
red tiles, the elongated fagade of the bungalow. If Albert 
supposed Billson to be short and dark, she must have 
passed from his mind without leaving a trace of her own 
pasMon. That was cruel. All the same, I made a final shot. 

, ^ ^ remember when she gave the sHce of seed-cake 

o he little boy from Dr Trelawney’s?^ 

The question struck a spark. This concluding bid to 
unclog the floods of memory had an immediate, a wholly 
unexpected effect. 


I knew Aere was something else I wanted to tell you, 
r, said Albert. Tt just went out of my head till you re- 

' bp^n gentleman - Dr Trelawney - 

staying here quite a long time. Game through a friend 

seen hivT ^ puzzled and puzzled where I’d 

how -n Jenkins said something one day 

Then had Hved near Stonehurst one time! 

A ften the name came back to me.’ 

ning?’^^ ^ beard and take his people out run- 


nJw ^ ‘but he lives very quiet 

woSed ^ he is. I ^et 

>)“<* at settline 'tJ!' '’°f= "'*■ Not too 

‘hingt. Nof‘evf S ttef? 

^ave to have all .?nrtc nl course, we 

Trolawey’s hSlth t, u" <*0050. Dr 

■VS Health amt aU that good neither. Suffere 
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the Styx. I do not attempt to excuse these frivolous, per¬ 
haps rather heartless, reflections on my own part as I was 
carried along in the train. 

On arrival, I ^vent straight to the undertaker’s to find out 
what arrangements had already been made. Later, when 
the Bellevue hove,into sight - the nautical phrase is deli¬ 
berately chosen -1 saw at once that, during his visits there, 
Uncle Giles had irrevocably imposed his own pei^onality 
upon the hotel. Standing at the comer of a short, bleak, 
anonymous street, some little way from the sea-front, this 
comer house, although much smaller in size, was otherwise 
scarcely to be distinguished from the Ufford, his London 
pied-d-terre. Like the Ufford, its exterior was painted 
battlesliip-grey, the angle of the building conveying just 
the same sense of a hopelessly unseaworthy, though less 
heavily-built vessel, resolutely attempting to set out to sea. 
This foolhardy attempt of the Bellevue to court shipwreck, 
emphasized by the distant splash of surf, seemed somehow 
Uncle Giles’s fault. It was just the way he behaved himself. - 
Perhaps I attributed too much to his powers of will. The 
physical surroundings of most individuals, left to their own 
choice, vary little wherever they happen to live. No doubt 
that was the explanation. I was in the presence of one of 
those triumphs of mind over matter, like the photogra¬ 
pher’s power of imposing his own personal visual demands 
on the subject photographed. Nevertheless, even though I 
ought to have been prepared for a house of more or less 
the same sort, this miniature, shrunken version of the 
Ufford surprised me by its absolute consistency of type, 
almost as much as if the Ufford itself had at last ship]^_d 
anchor and floated on the sluggish Bayswater tide to this 
quiet roadstead. Had the Ufford done that? Did the altered 
name, the new cut of jib, hint at mutiny, barratty, piracy, 
final revolt on the high seas - for clearly Ae Bellevue was 
only awaiting a favourable breeze to set sail — of that s p 
company of well brought up souls driven to violence at last 

by their unjustly straitened circumstances? 

Here, at any rate, Uncle Giles had died. By the sunune 



sea, death had claimed liim, in one of his own palaces, 
amongst his own people, tlie proud, anonymous, secretive 
race tliat dwell in residential hotels. I went up the steps of 
the Bellevue. Inside, again on a much smaller scale, resem¬ 
blance to the Ufford was repeated: the deserted hall; yellow¬ 
ing letters on the criss-cross ribbons of a board; a faint 
smell of clean sheets. Striking into the inner fastnesses of 
its precinct, I came suddenly upon Albert himself. He was 
pulling down the blinds of some windows that looked on to a 
sort of yard, just as if he were back putting up the shutters 
at Stonehurst, for it was still.daylight. 

■■‘Why, Mr Nick...’ 


Albert, dreadfully ashamed at being caught in this act, in 
c^e I might suppose him habitually to lend a hand about 
the house, began to explain at once that he was occupied 
w that fashion only because, on this particular evening, 
his \yife was in bed with influenza. He did not hide that he 
considered her succumbing in this way to be an act of 
disloyalty. 

I^don t think she’ll be up and about for another day or 
two, he said,^ what with the news on the wireless night 
^ ter night, it isn’t a very cheerful prospect.’ 

It was absurd to have worried about awkward adjustments 
w eie Albert was concerned. Talking to him was just as 
^sy. Just as natural, as ever. All his old fears and preju- 
ces rernained untouched by time, the Germans — scarcely 
more ominous - taking the place of the suffragettes. He was 
1 course, what was left of his hair, grey and griz- 

2 ed; fat, though not outrageously fatter than when I had 
as seen him; breathing a shade more heavily, if that 
were possible. MI the same, he had never become an old 
an. In essential aspects, he was hardly altered at all,; the 
ame timorous, self-centred, sceptical artist-cook he had 

endurance, battling 

• f f-y through hfe in carpet-slippers. Once the humiliation 
caught doing ‘housework’ was forgotten, he seemed 

accoimt!?f launched at once into an elaborate 

t of Uncle Giles s last hours, making no attempt to 



rninirnise the fearful lineaments of death. In the end. with 
a \new to tcrau'nating this catalogue of macabre detail, 
which I did not at all enjoy and seemed to have continued 
long enough, however much pleasure the narrative might 
a.fford Albert himself in the telling, I found myself invok¬ 
ing the past. This seemed the only avenue of escape, I 
spoke of Uncle Giles’s visit to Stonehurst just before the 
outbreak of war. Albert was hazy about it. 

‘Do you remember Bracey?’ 

‘Bracey?’ 

‘Bracey - the soldier servant’ 

Albert’s face was blank for a moment; then he made a 
- great effort of memory. 

‘Little fellow -with a moustache?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Used to come on a bicycle?’ 

‘That -was him.’ 

‘Ignorant sort of man?’ 

‘He had his Funny Days.’ 

Albert looked blank again. The phrase, once so heavy 
with ominous import at ;Stonehurst, had been completely 
erased from his mind. 

‘Can’t recollect.’ 

‘Surely you must remember - when Bracey used to sulk.’ 
Did he go out with the Captain - with the Colonel, that 
is — when the army went abroad?’ 

‘He was killed at Mons.’ 

■‘And which of us is going to keep alive, I wonder, when 
the next one starts?’ said Albert, dismissing, without senti¬ 
ment, the passing of Bracey. ‘It -ivon’t be long now, the way 
I see it. If the government takes over the Bellevue, as they 
looks like doing, w'c’Ii be in a fix. Be just as bad, if we stay. 
They say the big guns they have nowadays will reach this 
place easy. They’ve come on a lot from what they was in 

‘And Billson?’ I said. 

' I was now' determined to re-create Stonehurst, the veiy 
subject I had dreaded in the train on the way to meet Albert 
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again. I suppose by then I had some idea of working up, by 
easy stages, to the famous Billson episode with General 
Conyers. I should certainly have liked to hear Albert’s con¬ 
sidered judgement after all these years. Once again, he 
showed no sign of recognition. 

‘BHIson?’ 

‘The parlourmaid at Stonehurst.’ 

‘Small girl, was she - always having trouble with her 
teeth?’ 

‘No, that was another one.’ 

I recognized that it was no good attempting to rebuild the 
red tiles, the elongated fagade of the bungalow. If Albert 
supposed Billson to be short and dark, she must have 
passed from his mind without leaving a trace of her own 
passion. That was cruel. All the same, I made a final shot. 

‘You don’t remember when she gave the slice of seed-cake 
to the little boy from Dr Trelawney’s?’ 

^ The question struck a spark. This concluding bid to 
unclog die floods of memory had an immediate, a wholly 
unexpected effect. 

‘I knew there was something else I wanted to tell you, 
sir,’ said Albert. Tt just went out of my head till you re¬ 
minded me. That’s the very gentleman — Dr Trelawney - 
been staying here quite a long time. Game through a friend 
of your uncle’s, a lady. I puzzled and puzzled where I’d 
seen him before. Captain Jenkins said sometliing one day 
how Dr Trelawney had lived near Stonehurst one time. 
Then the name came back to me.’ 

Does he still wear a beard and take his people out run¬ 
ning?’ 

Still got a beard,’ said Albert, ‘but he lives very quiet 
now. Not so young as he was, like the rest of us. Has a lot 
nf meals in his room. Quite a bit of trouble, he is. I get 
worried about him now and then. So does the wife. .Not too 
qmck at settling the account. Then he does say some queer 

mgs. Not everyone in the hotel likes it. Of course, we 

ave to have all sorts here. Can’t pick and choose! Dr 
la^vneys health ain’t all that good neither. Suffers 
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terrible from sstlims.. Something^ ^\v£iil, I gct./rightened 
when he’s got the fit on him,’ 

It wa^ clear that Albert^ too well-behaved to say so ex¬ 
plicitly, would have been glad to eject Dr Trelawney from 
the Bellevue, That %vas not surprising. I longed to set eyes 
on the Doctor again. It would be a splendid story to tell 
Moreland, with whom I' had been out of any close contact 
since we had stayed at the cottage, 

‘Used my uncle to see much of Dr Trela\vney?’ 

‘They’d pass the time of day/ said Albert, ‘The lady 
Jmew’ both of them, of course. They’d sometimes all three 
go out together on the pier and such like. Captain Jenkins 
used to get riled with some of the Doctor’s talk about 
spirits and tliat. I’ve heard him say as much.’ 

‘Was the lady called Mrs Erdleigh?’ I asked. 

Uncle Giles had once been suspected of being about to 
marry this fortune-telling friend of his. It was likely that 
she was the link between himself and Dr Trelawmey. • 
‘That’s the name,’ said Albert, ‘Lives in the town here. 
Tells fortunes, so they say. Used to come here quite a-lot. 

In fact, she rang up and offered to help after Captain Jen¬ 
kins died, but I thought I’d better wait instructions. As it 
was, we just put all the clothing from the drawers tidy on 
the bed, so the things would be easy to pack. We haven’t 
touched the Gladstone bag. Captain Jenkins didn’t have 
much with him at the end. Kept most of his stuff in Lon¬ 
don, so I believe.’ 

Albert sniffed. He evidently held a low opinion of the 
Ufford. 

‘I’ll just give you your uncle’s keys, sir,’ he said, ‘If you’ll 
excuse me, I must see the v*'ife now. She takes on if I don’t 
keep her informed about veg. Those silly girls never bring 
her what she wants neither. One of them’s having time off, 
extra like, old Mrs Telford persuading her to go to an ambu¬ 
lance class or some such, I don’t know what the young 
women of today are about. Making sheep’s eyes most of the 

time, that’s what it comes to.’ ^ , j t 

He moved off laboriously to Mrs Creech’s sick-bed. 1 
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thought the best system would be to deal with Uncle Giles’s 
residue straight away, then dine. The news of Dr Trelaw- 
ney s installation at the Bellevue aroused a cloud of mem¬ 
ories. That he had not passed into oblivion like so many 
ot. ers Albert had met was a tribute to the Doctor*s person- 
ahty. Even he would have been forgotten, if Uncle Giles 
ad not recalled him to mind. That was strange because, 
as a rule, where others were concerned, Uncle Giles’s mem¬ 
ory was scarcely more retentive than Albert’s. I wondered 
^ "would be like lived in this largely memoryless 

condition. Better? Worse? Not greatly different? It was an 
interesting question. The reappearance of Mrs Erdleigh was 
a so a matter of note. This fairly well known clairvoyante 
(wiiom Lady Warminster had consulted in her day) had 
once put out the cards’ for me at the Ufford, prophesying 
roy ove affair with Jean Duport, for a time occupying so 
T episode in another existence. 

^ ^racteristically. Uncle Giles had pretended never 
ave heard of Mrs Erdleigh. However, rumours persisted 
at a later date to the effect that they still saw each other. 

^ reconciliation. I wondered whether 
funeral, what had been her rela- 
T Trelawney. 

ronm ^ r ^ would find my own way to the bed- 

inland "P- facing 

in r •! ^ the Bellevue ! 

throufrh°! ~ °^y the attic windows, glimpsed • 

the Ld clattering against the shingle. Laid out on 

sh^MvT weU-worn,su4 three or four 

ties* darned ^ discreet, often-knotted 

chiefs k darned them?); handker- 

Pyjamas^of^' ' t^ck woollen underclothes; t^vo pairs 

raglanovcrcort a’h-Tf “ Albert; a 

boxp^ ^ ‘ ^ P^tj an unrolled umbrel a; several «:man 

t>oxes containing equipment such as studs and rZThSZl 



This was what .Uncle Giles had left behind him. No doubt, 
there was more of the same sort of thing at the Ufford. The 
display was a shade depressing. Dust was returning to 
dust with dreadful speed. I looked under the bed. There 
lay the suitcase into which these things were to be packed, 
beside it, the Gladstone bag to which .Albert had refeited, 
a large example of its kind^ infinitely ancient, perhaps the 
very one with which Uncle Giles had arrived at Stonehurst 
on the day of the Archduke’s assassination. I dragged these 
two pieces out. One of the keys on the ring committed to 
me by Albert fitted this primitive, shapeless survival of 
antique luggage, suitable for a conjuror or comedian. 

At first examination, the Gladstone bag appeared to be 
filled with nothing but company reports. I began to go 
through the papers. Endless financial projects were adum¬ 
brated; gratifying prospects; inevitable losses; hopeful 
figures, in spite of past disappointments. The whole pan¬ 
orama of the money-market lay before one — as it must 
once have burgeoned under the eyes of Uncle Giles — like 
the kingdoms of the world and the glory of them. Hardly a 
venture quoted on the Stock Exchange seemed omitted; 
several that were not. There were two or three share certif¬ 
icates marked Valueless’ that might have been stock from 
the South Sea Bubble. Uncle Giles’s financial investigations 
had been extensive. Then a smaller envelope turned out to 
be something different. One of the sheets of paper contained 
there showed a circle with figures and symbols noted 
within its circumference. It was a horoscope, presumably 
that of Uncle Giles himself. 

He had been bom under Aries - the Ram - making him 
ambitious, impulsive, often irritable. He had secret ene¬ 
mies, because Saturn was in the Twelfth House. I remem¬ 
bered hlrs Erdleigh remarking that handicap when I met 
her v/ith Uncle Giles at the Ufford. Mars and Venus were in 
bad aspect so far as dealings with money %verc concerned. 
However, Uncle Giles was drawn to hazards such as the 
company reports revealed by the conjunction of Jupiter. 
Moreover Jupiter, afflicting Mercuiy, caused people to 
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find ‘die native’ - Uncle Giles - unreliable. That could not 
be denied. Certainly none of his own family would contra- 
dict the judgement. Unusual experiences ^vidl tlie opposite 
sex (I, thought of Sir Afagnus Donners) were given by Ura¬ 
nus m the Sevendi House, a posidon at the same time un¬ 
favourable to marriage. It had to be admitted that all this 
gave a pretty good, if rough-and-ready, account of my uncle 
and his habits. 


Hnderneath the envelope containing the horoscope was 
correspondence, held togetlier by a paper-clip, %rith a firm 
oi stockbrokers. Then came Uncle Giles’s pass-book. The 
an statements of tlie previous year sho^ved him to have 
een overdra\sTi, though somewhat better off than was com- 
twn y supposed. The whole question of Uncle Giles’s money 
aire was a mysterious one, far more mysterious than 
anyt mg revealed about him astrologically. Speculation as 
o le extent of his capital took place from time to time, 
specuiaPon even as to \vhether he possessed any capital 

t ^ letters and bank statements came 

o an en . The next item in the Gladstone bag appeared to 
De a surgical appliance of some sort. I pulled it out. The 
piece of tubing was for the administration of an enema. I 
rew the object into the wastepaper-basket^ with the com- 
^ Below again - the whole business was like 

e^earch into an excavated tomb - lay a roll of parchment 
a bow with red tape. 

dnm tbe United King- 

Faith*^ p Britain and Ireland, Queen, Defender of the 

beloved 7-r' well- 

We ^ Jenkins^ Gentleman, Greetino- . 

altv especial Trust and Confidence in your Loy- 

CoLtoTf.?'' by these Present 

Forces .. ’ ^ Appoint you to be an Officer in Our Land 

Own 7 )^^b"beloved were not the terms in which his 
I?dee"d t o" 'b-gbt/Uncle Cite fo, , , 

ing him <:n°' Queen s good-heartedness in herself greet- 
s him so wannly was as touching as her error of jSge- 
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merit was startling. There was something positively ingen¬ 
uous iri singling out Uncle Giles for the repose of confidence 
accepting him so wholly at his own valuation. No doubt the 
Queen had been badly advised in the first instance. She 
must have been vexed and disappointed. 

‘... You are therefore carefully and diligently to dis¬ 
charge your Duty as such in the Rank of 2 nd Lieutenant or 
in such higher Rank as we may from time to time here- - 
after be pleased to promote or appoint you to .. 

The Queen’s faith in human nature seemed boimdless for, 
extraordinary as the royal whim might seem, she had in¬ 
deed been pleased to appoint Uncle Giles to a higher rank, 
instead of quietly - and far more wisely - dispensing with 
his services at the very first available opportunity. Perhaps 
such an opportunity had not arisen so immediately as might 
have been expected; perhaps Uncle Giles had assumed the 
higher rank without reference to the Queen. Certainly he 
v/as always styled 'Captain’ Jenkins^ so that there must 
■ have been at least a presumption of a once held captaincy 
of some sort, however ‘temporary’, ‘acting’ or ‘local’ that 
rank might in practice have been. No doubt her reliance 
would have been lessened by the knowledge that_Mercury 
was afflicting Jupiter at the hour of Uncle Giles’s birth. 

. .. and you are at all times to exercise and well discipline 
in Arms both the inferior Officers and Men serving under 
you and use your best endeavoms to keep them in good 
Order and Discipline. And we do hereby command them to 
Obey you as their superior Officer .,. according to the 
Rules and Discipline of War, in pursuance of the Trust 
hereby reposed in you .., 

The great rolling phrases, so compelling in their beauty 
and simplicity, might be thought inadmissible for the most 
heedless, the most cynical, to disregard, so moderate,^ so 
obviously right in the circumstances, were their require¬ 
ments, so friendly — even to the point of intimacy — the 
manner in which the Sovereign outlined the principles of 
her honourable service. Uncle Giles, it must be agreed, had 
not risen to the occasion. So far as loyalty to herself was 
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concerned, he had been heard on more than one occasion 
to refer to her as ‘that old Tartar at Osborne, to express 
without restraint his own leanings towards a republican 
form of government. His Conduct, in the army or out ot it, 
could not possibly be described as Good. In devotion to 
duty, for example, he could not be compared with Bracey, 
a man no less pursued, so far as that went, by Funes. ere 
remained Uncle Giles’s Courage. That, so far as was known, 
remained untarnished, although - again so far as was. 
.known - never put to any particularly severe test. 
Certainly it could be urged that he had the Courage ot is 
own opinions; the Queen had to be satisfied with t at. n 
short, the only one of her admonitions Uncle Giles had ever 
shown the least sign of taking to heart was the charge to 
command his subordinates to obey him. Even after his own 
return to civilian life, Uncle Giles tried his best to ca^ 
this injunction in relation to all who could possibty e 
regarded as subordinate to him. Being ‘a bit of a radical 
never prevented that; the Sign of Aries investing him wi ' 
the will to command, adding that touch of irritability of 
disposition as an additional spur to obedience. ^ 

While I thus considered, rather frivolously, Uncle Giles s 
actual career in contrast with the ideal one envisaged by 
the terms of his Commission, I could not help thinking at 
the same time that facile irony at my uncle’s expense could 
go too far. No doubt irony, facile or otherwise, can often go 
too far. In this particular instance, for example, it was 
fitting to wonder what sort of a figure I should myself cut 
as a soldier. The question was no longer purely hypothetical, 
a grotesque fantasy, a romantic daydream, the career one 
had supposed to lie ahead as a child at Stonehurst. There 
was every reason to think that before long now the tenor of 
many persons’ lives, my own among them, would, indeed 
be regulated by those draconic, ineluctable laws, so mildly, 
so ^mbracingly, defined in the Commission as ‘the Rules 
and Discipline of War’. How was it going to feel to be 
subject to them? My name was on the Emergency Reserve, 
although no one at that time know how much, or how little, 



that might mean when it came to joining the army. At the 
back of one s mind sounded a haunting resonance, a faint 
, disturbing buzz, that was not far from fear. 

By the time these disturbing thoughts had descended on 
me, I had begun to near the bottom of the Gladstone bag. 
There was another layer of correspondence, this time in a 
green cardboard file, on the subject, of a taxi-cab’s collision 
with a lorry, an accident with regard to which Uncle Giles 
had been subpoenaed as witness. It went into the waste- 
paper-basket, a case — as Moreland would have said — in 
which there was ‘nothing of tlie spirit’. That brought an end 
to the contents, except for a book. This was bound in grubby 
vellum, the letterpress of mauve ink, like that used by 
Albert in his correspondence. I glanced at the highly deco¬ 
rated capitals of the title page: 

THE PERFUMED GARDEN . 

OF THE SHEIK NEFZAOUl 
OR 

THE ARAB ART OF LOVE 

I had often heard of this work, never, as it happened, 
come across a copy. Uncle Giles was an unexpected vehicle 
to bring it to hand. The present edition - ‘Cosmopoli: 1886’ 

— was stated to be published ‘For Private Circulation Only,’ 
the Engh'sh translation from a French version of the six¬ 
teenth-century Arabic manuscrips made by a. ‘Staff Officer 
in the French Army in Algeria’. 

I pictured this French Staff Officer sitting at his desk. 
The sun was streaming into the room through green 
latticed windows of Moorish design, an oil sketch by 
Fromentin or J. F. Lewis. Dressed in a light-blue frogged 
coatee and scarlet peg-topped trousers buttoning under 
the boot, he wore a pointed moustache and ixnpenal. Beside 
him on the table stood his shako, high and narrowing to 
the plume, tlie white puggaree falling across the scabbard 
of Ills discarded sabre. He was absolutely detached, a man 
wdio had tasted the sensual pleasures of the -Second Empue 



and Third Republic to their dregs, indeed, come ^ 

Africa to escape such insistent banalities. 
examining their qualities and defects in a so u e 
Here, with the parched wind blowing in f^in deser, 
he had found a kindred spirit in the Sheik Nefzaoui, 
whose sixteenth-century Arabic he was determine 
justice in the language of Racine and Voltaire. Perhaps 
that picture was totally wide of tlie mark: the rea i y 
another one. The Staff Officer was a family man, snatfching 
a few minutes at his beloved translation between the 
endearments of -his wife, the rompings of a ozen 
children.... Rimbaud’s father, perhaps, who had se^ed 
in North Africa, made translations from the Arabic... . me 
‘Rules and Discipline of War’ must in some degree have 
been relaxed to allow spare time for these literary a 
Possibly he worked only on leave. I turned the pages i 3^ 
The Sheik’s tone was authoritative, absolutely self-assured 
— for that reason, a trifle forbidding — the chapter ea 

ings enigmatic: _ 

.. Concerning Praiseworthy Men ... Concerning 
Women who deserve to be Praised . • • Of Matters Injuri¬ 
ous to the Act of Generation ... On the Deceits an 
Treacheries of Women ... Concerning Sundry Observations 

useful to Know for Men and Women ..^ 

On the,Deceits and Treacheries of Women? The whole 
' subject was obviously very fully covered. Sincere 
scholarly, there was also something more than a httte 
oppressive about the investigation, moments when the 
author seemed to labour the point, to induce a feehng of 
surfeit in the reader. All the same, I felt rather ashamed of 
my own lack of appreciation, because I could see that rnuch 
of the advice was good. Disinclination to continue reading I 
recognized as a basic unwillingness to face facts, rather 
than any_ innate fastidiousness to be regarded as a matter 
for self-congratulation. I felt greatly inferior to the French 
Staff Officer, whatever his personal condition, who saw this 
severely technical sociological study, by its nature aseptic, 
even chilling in deliberate avoidance of false sentiment and 
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specious cHarnij as a refreshing antidote to Parisian canons 
of sensuality. 

Uncle Giles s acquii^tion of this book must have been one 
of the minor consequences of having Uranus in the Seventh 
House j that was the best that could be said for him. It re¬ 
minded him perhaps of ladies like the garage proprietor’s 
widow, mamcurist at Reading, once thought to be under 
consideration as his future wife; possibly it was used as a 
handbook in those far off, careless days. In any case, there 
was no reason to suppose Uncle Giles to have become more 
strait-laced as he grew older. I put the volume aside to re¬ 
consider. There was work to be done. The clothes were 
packed away at last in the suitcase, the papers spared from 
the waste-paper-basket, returned to the Gladstone bag, the 
two pieces of luggage placed side by side to await removal. 
As Albert had remarked. Uncle Giles had not left much be¬ 
hind, even though further items would be found at the 
Ufford. By that time the gong had sounded for dinner. 

I took the Sheik Nefzaoui’s treatise with me to the dining¬ 
room, which was fairly full, single white-haired ladies pre¬ 
dominating, here and there an elderly couple. No doubt the 
seasons made little difference to the Bellevue, the bulk of 
its population living there all the year round, winter and 
summer, solstice to solstice. I was given a table in the 
comer, near the hatch through which food was thrust by 
Albert. The table next to mine was laid for one person. 
Upon it stood a half-consumed bottle of whisky, a room- 
number pencilled on the label. I wondered whether my 
neighbour would turn out to be Dr T^eIa^vney. That would 
provide an excitement. I hoped, in any case, that I should 
catch a glimpse of the Doctor before leaving the hotel, con¬ 
trive some anecdote over v/hich Moreland and I could 
afterwards laugh- I had nearly finished my soup - which 
recalled only in a muted form Mbert’s ancient sldll — v/hen 
a tall man, about my own age or a year or t\vo older, en¬ 
tered the dining-room. He strode jauntily through the door- 
w'ay, looking neither to the right nor left, making straight 
for the table witii die whisky bottle. Hope vanished of 



^joying near me Dr Trelawney’s mysterious presence 
Th.s man was thn. with fair to reddish hair, piSSced 
pale eyebrows ratsed in an aggressive expressloS. as ri he 

cohMrv suiTTo* ^ provocation. He wore a 

dining^ro^’ “™how rather too elegant for the Bellevue’s 

which SrdesJe rmmediate awareness, 

overcast of tr. becoming 

not like ’someone *b P''°^>y of a Person I knew and did 
■ wav morall Kiade me, at the same timej in some 

5re“im Lro7?b“^“'- I *S: 

rationalize a, fhf fnsatjons of dislike as difficult to 

raoment later feal^ffiXTBobD® " 

i td n« ;T n*" *sHng itipathy! 

graduate sIL th. 1 ^ undei 

us all into the ditc^f^^^” Templer had driven 

uiemories and ^ sequence of 

ludicrous wLrW T. 

^^oreland as Th. ’ enveloping like a fog. 

sexual jealousy the^d-ff^’ hked talking of the variations of 

-'“O. i woS ht bet'hl^r 

you StlvS?"? at all/ he had said. ‘Others 

uanie poisons thrwho?^”^ about. Very mention of their 

Again you ^ ~ atmos- 

^usbands or LstnfF T - almost to love - certain ones, 
"°rry for them tr l ^ dreadfully 

«*«tresscs belmve K f '«ves or ex- 

un^so^\-nself>respect’^^ It becomes a matter of 

^^port, sn f€iJ T 

{“'"‘■Ihadonce Wdh? '“d been a case in 

’‘^uc, an unalterawf ^^ad secreted this distasteful 
''"'as a kind of retried™ I “ "I-' ‘ “-husband. 

behaved, either ^ unght not hke the Duport 

^;ut v.-hat I had rvorld in\rcne^ral 

“»oe.pan of m ''h ra »mc sm.ali 

V oun hfc. I was bound to Wm tiiroughout 



eternity. Moreover, I was, for the same reason, in no posi¬ 
tion to be censorious, I had undermined ray owm critical 
emergence in this manner cut a savage 
incision across Time. Templer’s Vauxliall seemed to have 
crashed into the ditch only yesterday; I could almost feel 
my nose aching from the blow received by the sudden im¬ 
pact of Ena’s knee, hear Templer’s fat friend, Brent, swear- 
ing, the grinding, ghastly snorts of the expiring engine, 
Stringham’s sardonic comments as we clambered out of the 
capsized car. It had all seemed rather an adventure at the 
time, I reflected how dreadfully boring such an experience 
would be now, the very thought fatiguing. However, an 
immediate decision had to be taken about Duport. 1 made 
up my mind to pretend not to recognize him, although the 
years ■ I had loved Jean made him horribly, unnatiually 
familiar to me, as if I had been seeing Duport, too, all the 
time I had been seeing her. Indeed, he seemed now almost 
more familiar than repellent. 

The thought that Duport had been Jean’s husband, that 
she had had a child by him, that no doubt she had once 
loved him, had not, for some reason, greatly worried me 
wliile she and I had been close to each other, Duport had 
never — I cannot think why — seemed to be in competition 
with mysdf where she was concerned. For Jean to have 
married him, still, so to speak, to own him, although living 
apart, was like a bad habit (Uncle Giles poring in secret 
over The Perfumed Garden), no more than that; something 
one might prefer her to be without, to give, up, nothing that 
could remotely affect our feeling for each other. Anyway, I 
thought, those days are long past; they can be considered 
with complete equanimity. Duport and I had met only 
once, fourteen or fifteen years before. He could safely be 
regarded as the kind of person to whom the past, certainly 
such a chance encounter, would mean little or nothing, in 
fact be completely forgotten. No doubt, since then, 
friends of his had driven him scores of times into the ditch 
with new cars full of new girls. He was that sort of man. 
Such were my ill-judged, u^riendly, rather priggish specu- 
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lations. They turned out to be hopelessly wide of the mark. 

uport s first act on sitting down at the table was to pour 
ou a stiffish whisky, add a splash of soda from the syphon 
iso standing on the table, and gulp the drink down. Then 
ne looked contemptuously round the room. Obviously my 
UTi presence had materially altered the background he ex¬ 
pected of the dining-room at the Bellevue. He stared hard, 
oup set in front of him. I supposed he would turn to it. 

I pretended to be engrossed 
r ™ something of the old Albert in the 

^ad a hard, perfectly 
wed^ absolutely uningratiating voice. 

We ve met before,’ he said. 

Have we?’ 

‘Somewhere.’ 

‘Where could that have been?’ 

^ remember your name. Mine’s 


Nicholas Jenkins.’ 

TemplerV^^^ ^ friend of my former brother-in-law, Peter 


‘A very old friend.’ 

secZf i!"® in’some bloody fast 

rmroth?^ Years ago. A whole 

swab caltd Brent^ included a fat 

rerSmS’you^^^' Of course I 

®®® these days?’ 

»Mun£h» ^ - just 

‘P , as a matter of fact.’ 

I *° *='= *0 

you, too.’ ’ know. I believe I’ve heard her speak 

I met her staying with the Templers.’ 

non was that?’ 

V^er 


‘Et'^ ~ "'ken I had just left school.’ 

'®r see her later?’ 
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Tfes, several times/ 

‘Probably when she and I were living apart. That is when 
Jean seems to have made most of her friends.’ 

‘When I last saw Peter, he was talking about some new 
job of yours.’ 

I judged it best to change the subject of Jean - also 
remembering the talk about Dupbrt between Sir .Magnus 
Donners and Widmerpool. Up to then, I had thought of 
Duport only in an earlier incarnation, never considered the 
possibility of running into him again. 

‘Was he, indeed? Where did you meet him?’ 

- ‘Stoxirwater.’ 

‘Did you, by God? What do you do?’ 

I tried to give some account, at once brief and intelligible, 
of the literary profession: writing; editing; reviewing; the 
miscellaneous odd jobs to which I was subject, never, for 
some reason, very easy to define to persons not themselves 
in that world. To my reh'ef, Duport showed no interest 
whatever in such activities, apparently finding them neither 
• eccentric nor important. 

‘Shouldn’t think it brings in much dough,’ he said. ‘But 
how do you come to know Donners?’ 

‘We were taken over by some friends who live in the 
neighbourhood.’ 

‘You’re married?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘How do you like being married?’ 

‘Support it all right.’ 

‘You’re .lucky. I find it a great relief not to be married - 
though I was quite stuck on Jean when we were first wed. 

But what on earth are you doing in this dump?’ 

I explained about Uncle Giles, about Albert 
‘So that’s the answer,’ said Duport. ‘Of course I used to 
see your uncle cruising about here. Bad-tempered old fel¬ 
low. Didn’t knoiv he’d dropped off the hooks. They like to 
keep death quiet in places like this. Look here, when you 
w'ere staying with Donners, was an absolute bugger called 
Widmerpool there too?’ 
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Widmerpool wasn’t staying there. He just looked in. 
wanted to say something about your business affairs, I 
tmnk. I know Widmerpool of old.’ 

‘^ hundred per cent bastard - word’s too good for him.’ 
' ™ow some people think so.’ 

Don^t you?’ 

the^elfe^e?^^^ all right. But why are you living at 

immediate view of the more enter- 
?oinp-^n^ my creditors. I only wish my stay here were 
gomg to be as bnef as yours.’ 

‘Oh!!' place?’ 

down ^ matter of fact. I once brought a girl 

you week-end - one of thofe bitches 

eves on o ^ your system and never set 

hannan if j there I made friends with the 

WW ^ sort of chap. 

Parative hidini''?? w’ 

place ^ this town would be as good a 

week or two^ n u myself out of commission for a 

the Rovai ; ® hags at the station and dropped in to 

«conoS tT w ™^ke an 

‘HowH^ stay- He sent me straight to the Bellevue.’ 

,gow do you like Albert?’ 

hfe - Ijur ,vF ''^^th Albert, as you call him, like a house on 
tell you Tt’c tif dead-and-alive hole to live in, I can 

ah the time T’ hellishly randy 

sorting onf- iv, quite a bit of work to do in the way of 

hay. But theref'^^ ^airs. That keeps me going during the 
^ §0 to a whatever to do in the evenings, 

better go out The girls are a nightmare. We’d 

^‘^•■get about together tonight. Make you 

'tloubtifhpM^ y°“ ^ything?’ 

‘Never 

of diunersf?^ conversation had taken us through most 
felt scarcely more drawn to Duport than on tS 
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day Ave first met. He was like Peter Templer, with all 
sympathetic characteristics removed. There was even a 
slight physical resemblance between the two of them. I 
wondered if one of those curious, semi-incestuous instincts 
of attraction had brought Jean to Duport in the first place, 
or whether Templer and Duport had become alike by see¬ 
ing a good deal of each otlier as brothers-in-Iaw and in the- 
City. Duport, I knew, suffered financial crises from time to 
time. For a period he would five luxuriously, then all his 
money would disappear. This capacity for making money, 
combined with inability to keep it, was mysterious to me. I 
had once said something of the sort to Templer, when he 
complained of his brother-in-law’s instability. 

‘Oh, Bob knows Ke will be able to recoup in quite a short 
time,’ Templer had said. ‘Doesn’t worry him, any more 
than it worries you that you will be able to write the review' 
of some book when it appears next year. You’ll have some¬ 
thing to say. Bob’ll find a way of making money. It’s only 
momentary inconveiuence, due to his own idiocy. It’s not 
making the money presents the difficulty, it’s keeping ffis 
schemes in bounds - not landing in jail.’ 

I could see the force of these words. They probably ex¬ 
plained Duport’s present situation. From what Templer 
used to say of him - from what Jean used to say of him — I 
knew quite a lot of Duport. At the same time, there were 
■ other things I should not at all have minded hearing about, 
wliich only Duport could tell me. I was aware that to probe 
in this manner was to play with fire, that it would probably 
be wiser to remain in ignorance of the kind of thing which 
I was curious to know. However, I saw, too, there w^ 
really no escape. T was fated to spend an evemng in 
Duport’s company. While I was about it, I might as 
well hear what I wanted to hear, no matter •what tlae risk. 
Like Uncle Giles’s failings, all was no doubt written in ffie 
stars. ' 

‘Where shall we go ?’ 

‘The bar of the Royal,’ 

For a time we -walked in silence towards tlie sea-front, 
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rl^? hinting at more' seductive pursuits than 

clnnking with Duport. 

I said. ‘Do you think the 

'jc^ans are going into Poland?’ 

seemed no particular object in avoiding banality 

ino-^ evening showed every sign of develop¬ 

ing into a banal one. 

There’s bloody well going to be a war,’ said Duport, ‘you 

AmeS? vTi South 

^erica, I d have sweated it out there. Might in any case. 

restrictions would make things 

alumm' XE, been interested in British Guiana 

of niv r ^ uiight offer something - I’ll recount some 

tion adventures in regard to the international situa- 

Temnlp some drinks. Did you meet Peter 

Aempler s wife at Stourwater?’ 

m.’ 

‘What did you think of her?’ 

gone a bit adrift, hasn’t it?’ 

be a driven her off her rocker. Nothing else. Used to 

bored h7r t^death^’ ^ married to an oaf of a man who 
,^hat went wrong?’ 

of her^ Pp.^ he got too much 

Then he .t rT various items on the side, of course. 

Son,ethi„g.o.0.her, 

(.Ti^ue Umfraville.’ 

‘Th^* s the one.’ 

I eavp^^^ father a scene when we were there.’ 

what he” o ““ow “s* refer cares 

^ though wheth°”^t^'n^ ° 

y°a can’t say? Anne, was involved^ 
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‘I found Peter quietened down on the whole.’ 

‘Quite right. Pie is in a way. Used to be more cheerful in 
the days of tlie slump^ when he %vas down the drain like the 
rest of us. Then he turned to^ and made it all up. Very suc- 
cessfulj I’d say. But he never recovered from it. Slowed 
him up for good, so far as being a pal for a night on the 
tiles. Prefers now to read the Financial Times over a glass 
of port, Pfow’cver, that need not apply to his private life - 
may have developed special tastes, just as Ddnners has. 
Very intensive womanizing sometimes leads to that kind of 
thing, and you can’t say Peter hasn’t been intensive.’ 

By this time we' had reached the Royal. Duport led the 
way to the bar. It Nvas empty, except for the barman, a 
beefy, talkative fellow, v/ho evidently knew Duport pretty 
well. 

‘Fred \vill fix you up with a girl, if you want one,’ said 
Duport, %vhile drinks were being poured out. ‘I don’t re¬ 
commend it.’ 

‘Come off it, Mr Duport.’ 

‘You know you can, Fred, Don’t he so coy about it. 
Where are we going to sit? How do you feel about availing 
yourself of Fred’s good offices?’ 

‘Not tonight.’ 

' ‘Why not?’ 

‘Not in the mood.’ 

‘Sure?’ ■ 

‘Certain.’ 

‘Don’t make a decision you’ll regret later.’ 

‘I w^on’t,’ 

‘Do you play poker?’ 

‘Not a great hand at it,’ 

‘Bores you ?’ 

‘Never seem to hold a card.’ 

‘Golf?’ 

‘No.’ ' . ' 

I felt I was not cutting a very dashing figure, even if I did 
not accept all this big talk about women as necessarily 
giving an exact picture of Duport’s own life. No doubt 
women played a considerable part in his existence, but at 



the same time he seemed over keen on making an impres¬ 
sion on that score. He probably talked about them, I 
lought, more than concerning himself with incessant 
hi^ ^ direction. He was not at all put out that I 
short of the dissipations suggested by 
I ^ -u ^ wanted was a companion with whom to drink. 
I e at the^ Bellevue must certainly be boring -enough, 

&oiiig to tell you about that swine Widmerpool,’ he 

seemed no occasion for an outward display of 
tinn T ^^dmerpool by taking offence at such a descrip- 
earlier that Widmerpool and I were on 
In ^ S<^od terms. That would have to be sufficient. 

^ illusions about Widmerpools’ 

whaTTi!^’ ^ ^ sounded ungrateful, for 

onrp.'iAr'j their connexion indicated that more than 

Dunnrf^ merpool had been instrumental in finding a job for 

thaf h ^ Widmeipool job for Duport 

7"^ j^ally severed me from Jean. 

. y do you dislike Widmerpool so much.?’ 
on Duport. ‘Some years ago, when I was 

ores hr Widmerpool arranged for me to buy metal 

America. When that was fixed, I 
^gain R fh might as well link up 

child surprise, she agreed. Question of. the 

d so on. Made things easier.’ 
fjoport paused. 

story t"? ^e'said. ‘The Widmerpool 

‘The \ ^ expect you’ve ever heard of chromite?’ 

‘Of being bandied about at Stourwater.’ 

moment,’ ^ ^ ^^^^gotten you’d been there at the critical 

'^onn critical moment?’ 

get a^ffiShnl?^ that he would be well advised 

talked^ Turkish chromite market. He’d 

London from 'Sn tu ™^T°ol about it, when I arrived in 
"«ons ni Amenca, fi fef, South America for 

"'ith uffomVf “■ 1/°“"“* ‘*.”'“=‘8'= Widmer- 
I was of course m touch, telh'ng me to 
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come and see him. I went along to his office. He suggested 
I should push off'to Turkey and buy chromite. It was for 
Donners-Brebner, but negotiated through a Swiss sub¬ 
sidiary company. What about a refill?’ 

We ordered some more drinks. 

‘Widmerpooi opened a credit' for me through a Turkish 
bank/ said Duport. T was to buy the ores myself and send 
a shipment as soon as I had enough. I sent one shipment, 
was getting to work good and proper on the second ship¬ 
ment, when, a week .or two ago, do you know w^hat 
happened?’ 

T’m floored.’ 

‘Widmerpooi,’ said Duport slowly, ‘without informing me, 
cancelled the credit. He did that on his own responsibih'ty, 
because he didn’t like the look of the Eruropean situation.’ 
‘Can’t you apply to Donners?’. 

‘He is in France, doing a tour of the Maginot Line or 
something of the sort - making French contacts and having 
a bit of a holiday at the same time. I was bloody -well left 
holding the baby. The sellers were looking to me for pay¬ 
ments impossible for ine to make. Of course I shall see 
Donners the moment he returns. Even if he re-opens the 
credit, there’s been an irreparable baJJs-up.’ 

‘And you’d go back?’ 

‘If the international situation allows. It may not.^IVe no 
quarrel with Widmerpooi about the likelihood of war. I 
quite agree. That is why Donners wants chromite. Widmer¬ 
pooi seems to have missed that sihall point.’ 

‘Why does Donners specially want chromite if there’s 
war?’ 

‘Comer the Turkish market. The more there is talk 
of Var, the more Donners-Brebner will need chromite. 
Donners gives out that it is for some special process he is 
interested in. That wns why Peter Templer "vvas asked to 
Stounvater - so that he would gossip afterwards about that, 
islot a word of truth. Donners had quite other reasons. He is 
not going to give away his plans to a fool like Widmerpooi, 
even when it suits his book to use IVidmerpool. Widmerpoo 
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talks a lot of balls about “reducing the firm s commit¬ 
ments”. He’s missed the \vhole bloody point.’ 

I was not sure that I saw’^ tlie point myself. It presumably 
turned on whether or not there was a war — Sir Magnus 
thinking there would be, W'idmerpool undecided how to act 
if there were. All that was clear ^v•as tliat Duport had been 
put into an unenviable position. 

‘So you see,’ he said, ‘Widmerpool isn’t a great favourite 

with me at the moment.’ . > ■ 

‘You were going to tell me why you left South America. 

‘I waSj’ said Duport, speaking as if it were a relief to 
abandon the subject of Widmerpool and chromite. Since 
you know Peter' Templer, did you ever meet another ex- 
brother-in-law of mine, Jimmy Stripling, who was married 
to Peter’s other sister, Babs? He used to have quite a name 
as a racing driver.’ 

‘Stripling was at the Templers’ when I stayed there years 
ago. I met him once since.’ ' , '• 

‘Jimmy and Babs got a divorce. Jimmy — who has ^Iways 
been pretty cracked in some ways — took up with a strange 
lady called Mrs Erdleigh, who tells fortunes. Incidentally, 
she sometimes came to the Bellevue to see your uncle. I 
remember her. Looks as if she kept a high-class knocking- 
shop. There is another queer fish living at the Bellevue —, 
old boy with a beard. He and Mrs Erdleigh and your late 
lamented uncle used sometimes to have tea together.’ 

‘I know about Mrs Erdleigh — and Dr Trelawney too.’ 
“You do? Trelawney <tried to bring off a touch last time 
've talked. I. explained I was as broke as himself. No ill 
celing. That’s beside the point. Also the fact that Myra 
Erdleigh milked Jimmy Stripling to quite a tjine. All I want 
to know is: what did you think of Jimmy when you met 


‘Pretty awful - but I never knew him well. He may be all 
nght’ 

a bit of it,’ said Duport. ‘He is awful. Couldn’t be 
'vorse. Kept out of the war himself and ran away with Babs 
her husband was at the front. Double-dealing, stingy, 
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conceited, bad-tempered, haif-cracked. I -went to him to try 
and get a bit of help during my last pre-South American 
debacle. Not on your life. Nothing doing with. Jimmy. I 
might have starved in the gutter for all Jimmy cared. Now, 
you say you knew Jean, my ex-wife?’ 

‘She was at Peter*s Maidenhead house once when I went 
there.’ 

‘Nice girl, didn’t you think?’ 

‘Yes, I did.’ 

‘Reasonably attractive?’ 

‘I’d certainly have said so.’ 

‘Wouldn’t have any difficulty in getting hold of the right 
sort of chap?’ 

‘It wouldn’t be polite to express doubt on that point, since 
she married you.’ 

I did not manage to impart all the jocularity fittingly re¬ 
quired to give lively savour to this comment. Duport, in 
any case, brushed it aside as irrelevant 

‘Leave me out of it by all means,’ he said. ‘Just speaking 
in general, would you think Jean would have any difficulty 
in getting hold of a decent sort of chap? Yes or no.’ 

‘No.’ 

‘Neither should I,’ said Duport ‘But the fact remains that 
she slept with Jimmy Striph'ng.’ 

I made some suitable acknowledgement, tempered^ I 
hoped, by polite surprise. I ^vell remembered the frightful 
moment when Jean herself had first informed me, quite 
gratuitously, of having undergone the experience to which 
Duport referred. I could recall even now how painful that 
information had been at the time, as one might remember 
a physical accident long passed. The matter no longer wor¬ 
ried me, primarily because I no longer loved Jean, also 
-because the whole Stripling question had, so to speak, been 
resolved between Jean and myself at the tirae. All the 
same, the incident had been a disagreeable one. That had 
to be admitted. One does not want to dwell on some racldng 
visit to the dentist, however many yeaK have rolled on 
since that day. Perhaps I would have preferred to have re- 
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mained even then unreminded of Jean and Stripling. How- 

ver. present recital could in no way affect the past. That 
'vas historjf. ^ ■ 

Gan you beat it?’ 

inability to offer a parallel instance. 

1 Duport. T don’t set up as behaving par- 
wnrn^ ^ ^ inyself, but, when it comes to behaving badly, 

vmi ^ point or two every time. I just tell 

> u about Jimmy Stripling by the way. He is not the cream 

bp p! I mentioned before, I thought tilings would 

^v^ong ^ joined up again. I found I was 

‘Why -svas that?’ 

arounH Jean had been having a bit of a run 

thatwl't^lf Duport. ‘I suppose 

tnat was to be expected.’ ^ 

neithpf n decidedly uncomfortable. So far as I knew, 

guess anyone else, had the smallest reason to 

self. All what had passed between Jean and my- 

moretb suggested he was aware of 

than I might suppose. 

'vantS?o 

herself Ir, ^o^-^P "^^he things easier for 

‘But h ^D’^ng on one of her little affairs.’ 

dungs ""P, possibly help? Surely 

Dunnrt easier when she was on her own?’ 

cp P ^u not answer that question. 

‘FTn^^ chap was?’ he said. 

How could I possibly?’ 

.^omebody known to you.’ 

Are you sure?’ 

Hudo^°^ die same time.’ 

Sdn hoiribKecl horribly. At le^t I guiltily thought his ' 
'^’as unlikelv’;^ f supposed him to be teasing me It 
ourselves ^ad told him about 

l«P'm^such° *“= bott of U3 Sout 

i'erhaps someone else, unknown to us, had 

167 



passed the story on to Duport. In either case, the situation 
was odious. I greatly regretted having agreed to come out 
drinking with him, even more of hawng encouraged him to 
speak of his oum troubles. My curiosity had put me in this 
position. I had no one but myself to blame. It was just in 
Duport’s character, I felt, to discompose me in this mam 
ner. If he chose to make himself unpleasant about what 
had happened, I was in no position to object. Things would 
have to be brazened out. AH the same, I could nofimder- 
stand what he meant by saying that Jean had come back to 
him in order to ‘make things more convenienf. Her return 
to her husband, their journey together to South America, 
had been the moment when we had been forced finally to 
say good-bye to each other. Since then. I had neither seen 
nor heard of her. 

‘Just have a shot at -who it was,’ said Duport, ‘bearing in 
mind Jimmy Stripling as the standard of what a lover 
should be.’ 

T)id he look like Stripling?’ 

I felt safe, at least, in the respect that, apart from any 
difference in age, no two people could look less alike than 
Stripling and myself, 

‘Even more of a lout,’ said Duport, ‘if you can believe 
that,’ 

‘In what way?’ 

There was a ghastly fascination in seeing how far he 
would go. 

‘Wetter, for one thing.’ 

‘I give it up.’ 

‘Come on.’ 

. ‘No good.’ , ^ j t, j 

I Imew I must be red in the face. By this time we had had 
some more drinks, to which heightened colouring mig t 
reasonably be attributed.' 

‘I’ll tell you.’ ' • 

I nerved myself. . 

‘It ^v’as another Jimmy,’ said Duport ‘Perhaps Jimmy is 
just a name she Hkes. Gall a man Jimmy and she gets hot 
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pants' at once, I shouldn’t wonder. Anyway, it was Jimmy 

Brent.’ 

■ ‘Brent?’ 

At first the name conveyed nothing to me. p . 

‘The fat slob who was in the Vauxhall wheti Peter d , 
us all into the hedge. You must remember him. 

‘I do remember him now.’ , . , . t ;r,fr>rma- 

Even in retrospect, this was a fnghtful piece of inform 

tion. 


'^irnrny .Brent - always being ditched by tarts in night¬ 
clubs.’ 


I felt as if someone had suddenly ^1“ ' 

under me, so that I had landed on the other side of the 

room, not exactly hurt, but thoroughly ruffle , wi 
breath knocked out of me. 

‘Nice discovery, wasn’t it?’ said Duport. ^ 

‘Had this business with Brent been going • 

‘Quite a month or two. Took the place of some . ’ 

I gather. In fact there was a period when she was ^ 
both at the same time. That’s what I have goo , 

believe. The point was that Brent was going to bou 
America too. It suited Jean’s book for me to buy her c . 
We all three crossed on the same boat. Then s e con 1 
to carry on with him over there.’ v „„„ 

‘But are you sure this is true? She can t real y ave 
in love %vith Brent.’ , , ^ 

This naive comment might have caught the a en on 
someone more interested than Duport in the emo ons o 
Other people. It waSj in short, a complete give-away. JNo 
one was likely to use that phrase about a woman e 
■ scarcely knew, as I had allowed Duport to suppose ^^out 
Jean and myself. As it was^ he merely showed justoab e 
contempt for my lack of grasp, no aivarehess that , the im¬ 
pact of his story had struck a shower of sparks. »- 
‘^Yho’s to say when a woman’s in love? he said. 

I thought how often I had made that kind of remark 
ni^elfj when other people were concerned. - ^ 

I ve no reason to suppose she wasn t speaking the truth 
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evening. Fred likes about an hour’s notice. You know, I’ll 
tell you something else, as I seem to be telling you all about 
my marital affairs. A'fy’wife wasn’t really much of a grind. 
That was why I went elsewhere. All the same, she had 
something. I wasn^t sorry when we started up again.’ 

I loathed him. I still carried vrith me The Perfumed 
Garden. Now seemed a sm'table moment to find a home for 
the Sheik Nefzaoui’s study. Room could no doubt be found 
for it in the Duport library. To present him with the book 
would be small, secret amends for having had a love affair 
%vith his \rife, a token of gratitude for his having brought 
home to me in so imcompromising a fashion the transitory 
nature of love. It would be better not to draw his attention 
to the chapter on the Deceits and Treacheries of Women. 
He could find that for himself. 

‘Ever read this?’ 

Duport glanced at the title, then turned the pages. 

"The Arab Art of Love/ he said. -‘Are you always armed 
%vith this sort of literature?. I did not realize you meant that 
kind of thing when you said you reviewed books.’ 

‘I found it among ray uncle’s things.’ 

‘The old devil.’ 

‘What do you think of it?’ 

‘'I’hey say you’re never too old to leam. 

‘Would you like it?’ 


‘How much?’ _ ^ 

‘I’ll make a present of it.’ 

.‘Might give me a few new ideas,’ said Duport. III accept 
it as a gift. Not otherwise.’ 

to^^aw your attention to the clock, Mr 
the barman, who xvas beginning to tidy'up in preparauon 


for closing the bar, 

‘We’re being kicked out. 


said Duport. ‘Just time for a 


final one.’ t- i 

The bar closed. We said good night to Fred ^ ^ 

‘Nothing for it but go back to the Bellevue, said Duport. 

‘I’ve got a bottle of whisl:>' in my room. 



^Wliat about the pier?’ 

' ‘Shut by now.’ ' 

, ‘Let’s walk round by the Front.’ 

All right’ 

the^r.'?"^ "P The sea thudded over 

a cannonr^^^^^V^ij of .regular, dull explosions, like 

annov^rtv^ old-fashioned artillery. I felt thoroughly 

fron/don^^^ *Le Bellevue. Ilie 

hall wtiP^ ^o were crossing the 

movemeLf ?**'“*«'' about some matter. His 

“'J-ated con- 

shoived no v' fu ^ breathless. When he saw us, he 
evening toneth^^^n L>uport and I should have spent an 
seemecf alrnnct in each other’s company 

«e7ou tack “■’ ‘I’” «'ad 

Wfs happratd?’ ■ “ >'°“ *”■ Mr Duport.- 

Trela\raey.’ ' ■ • 

.^at’s he done?’ 

bathroom. Can’t get out. 
.queer herself T ? ^ asthma attacks. With the wife 

night. Fd be ^ hereout of bed at this time 

in the houfe th^!7T gentlemen’s help. There’s no one 
am’t no good^kintr f^ ^Leir seventies and it 

trouble you> ‘Lose silly girls. I’m.all that sorry to 

‘What ’ ' ' ■ 

bondedineTwe^r^'.-*' «°P'‘ Tmla^vneyi the 
• Lhis sudden rr; ^ u ^ “i a trice. Lead us to him.’ 
‘^as %vhat he cheered Duport enormously* Action 

nien of ao'don’ ^ °1 Moreland’s iemarks 

S‘=“fy. This tv? .StT tT' 7 ““P®' '•o'Jd 
"«>awney again J ^^“ted to meet Dr . 

4-sloppi„e |„ V ‘*'°f f P“®8« behind 

stairs to’^S" At ‘la'i”’”' “ There were 

■mb. At last we reached the bathroom ' 
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when she told me she’d slept with hmij’ Duport said. ‘She 
informed me in bed, appropriately enough. You’re not go- 
ing to tell me any woman would boast of having slept with 
Jimmy Brent, if she hadn’t. The same applies to Jimmy 
■ Stripling. It’s one of the characteristics the two Jimmies 
have in common. Both actions strike me as even odder to 
admit to than to do, if that was possible.’ 

‘I see.’ 

‘Nothing like facing facts when you’ve been had for a 
mug in a big way,’ said Duport. ^ was thinking that this 
morning when I was working out some freight charges. The 
best one can say is that Jimmy and the third party — if there 
was a third party — were probably had for mugs too.’ 

I agreed. There was nothing like facing facts. They blew 
into the face hard, like a stiff, exhilarating, decidedly gritty 
breeze, which brought sanity with it, even though samty 
might be unwelcome. 

‘What made you think there was another chap too?’ I 
asked, from sheer lack of self-control. 

‘Something Jean herself let fall.’ 

It is always a temptation to tell one’s own story. How¬ 
ever, I saw that would be only to show oneself, without the 
least necessity, in a doubly unflattering h'ght to someone 1 
did not like, someone who could not, in the circumstances, 
reasonably be expected to be in the least sympathetic. I 
tried to sort out what had happened. Only a short while 
earlier, I had thought of myself as standing in an uneasy 
position vis-a-vis Duport, although at the same time a 
somewhat more advantageous one. Now, I saw I, even 
more than he, had been made a fool of. At least Duport 
seemed to have begun the discord in his own married life 
- although, again, who can state with certainty the cause 
of such beginnings? — wlrile 1 had supposed myself final y 
parting with Jean only in order that her own rnatrimonial 
situation might be patched up. That charming love affaw, 
which had formerly seemed to drift to a close tluough my 
own incffcctivene.ss, had, in reality, been terminated by tho 
deliberate manoeuvre of Jean herself for her own purposes. 
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er ainly to the detriment of my self-esteem. I thought of 
•v-h" gothic beauty that once I had loved so much, 

found fulfilment in such men. The remembered 
oamng m pleasure of someone once loved always haunts 
memory, even when love itself is over. Perhaps, I 

nich ^ 3re gothic too,' beings carved on the 

es and corbels of a medieval cathedral to arouse at 

the^ horror. In any case, I had been one of 

lovers were horrifying, I too had been of their 

“rfw.Thathadtobea^tted. 

, ‘aK ^ i ^ pontificating,’ Mr Deacon used to say, 

\ other people’s sexual tastes.’ 

incr°^ monaent, angry, yet at the same time half- 
thoi^ht ^ could not make up my mind what I 

-p- ^ ■ Tms was yet another example of the tricks that 
P^3-y within its own folds, tricks that emphasize 
those who trust themselves over much to 
eard ‘^.’^ous concept. I suddenly foxmd what I had re- 
ronp-m ®miutable — the not entirely xmsublime past — 
iiKff ^ ^^^^Pcd by the rude hands of Duport. That ^\’^as 

'“4“'I thought, if you like, 
at happened after?’ 

^ter what?’ 

^ id she marry Brent?’ 

had story had made me forget entirely that Templer 

k 5 sister had made a second marriage, 

her f° Duport. ‘Ditched Brent too. Can’t blame 

them^^Sfi Nobody could stick Jimmy for long — either of 
than I J^^^J’ied a local Don Juan some years younger 
just k- ~ ^ army. Nephew of the President. I’ve 
day pf hie looks like Rudolph Valentino on an off 
a love Brent, anyway. It takes all sorts to make • 

than /' h^tobably keep her in order, I should think. More 

n I ever managed.’ 
stretched. 

''rith a ■woman now,’ he said. 

‘Fr a Fred’s?’ 

CQ hasn’t got what I want. Besides, it’s too late in the 



evening. Fred likes about an hour’s notice. You know. I’ll 
tell you something else, as I seem to be telling you all about 
my marital affairs. My wife wasn’t really much of a grmd. 
That was why I went elsewhere. All the same, she had 
something. I wasn’t sorry when we started up ^ain. 

I loathed him.'I still carried with me The Perfumed 
Garden. Now seemed a suitable moment to &d a home for 
the Sheik Nefzaoui’s study. Room could no doubt be foun 
for it in the Duport library. To present him wth the boc^k 
would be small, secret amends for having had a love affair 
with his wife, a token of gratitude for }ns 
home to me in so uncompromising a faslnon the transitoiy 

nature of love. It would be better not to 

to the chapter on the Deceits and Treachenes of Women. 

He could &id that for himself. 

‘Ever read this?’ , , 

Duport glanced at the title, then turned the pages. 
‘T/S Arab Art of Love/ he said. -‘Are you always armed 
with thiTsort of Uterature ?. I did not reafe you meant that 
kind of thing when you said you remewed books. 

‘I found it among my uncle s thmgs. 

‘The old devil.’ _ 

‘What do you think of It. - 

■ ‘They say you’re never too old to learn. 

‘Would you like it?’ ' 

^ ‘How much?’ ' -. , 

' ‘I’ll make a present of it. ^ Duport. ‘I’ll accept 

,‘Might give me a few new ideas, sa a y 

it as a gift. Not otherwise.’ 

‘It’s yours then.’ , , yr Duport,’ said 

■Got to draw your attention to the ^ P ration 

the barman, who was .begmmng to tidy up m pr p 

'°‘WeS Wng toked out’ said Duport, ’Just time for a 

*”TheT4 closed. We said good Duport. 

■Nothing for it but go back to *e BeUevue, , 

‘I’ve got a bottle of whisky m ^ 
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about the pier?’ 

'Shut by now.’ 

Lef s walk round by the Front.’ 

All right.’ 

til sea thudded over 

e reakwaters in a series of regular, dull explosions, like 
annonade of old-fashioned artillery. I felt thoroughly 
frn 7?' inland and made for the Bellevue. The 

hal? ' 7^ 77 not locked. We were crossing the 

e\n/I«7i came hurrying down the stairs. He was 

mow” ^ ‘i^sadfully disturbed about some matter. His 
stem indicated con- 

sbn««J°^’ P^^® breathless. When he saw us, he 

evem‘Tifr”f surprise that Duport and I should have spent an 
seempff Our arrival in each other's company 

hoping *hing he was 

to sefvS 77 77°P7 Settle of fish,’ he said. I’m glad 

‘Wb Jf» k ~ y°^ too, Mr Duport.’ 

^^tiats happened?’ 

Ur Trelawney/ 

‘What’s he done?’ 

Nowwf 7 7^hed himself in the bathroom. Can’t get out 
queer herc^l^T^S asthma attacks. With the wife 

ut night T’ri k r”, ^ her out of bed at this time 

^ise in tbp k ^ ^ gentlemen’s help. There’s no one 

uin’tno tonri seventies and it 

trouble you ^hat sorry to 

hoarded’one" We?i”l7"'’k‘'^" Trela^mey, the 

"’US what Duport enormously. Action 

^hout men of ^ thought of Moreland’s remarks 

qualify Thl. tion, wondering whether Duport would 

^^hert, slimslL7 huiried along the passages behind 

Slabs to Sr ^aI f "’ere 

climb. At last we reached the batliroom 
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door. There it became clear that the rescue of Dr Tre- 
Jawney presented difficulties, in fact it was hard to know 
' how best to set about his release. From within the bath¬ 
room, rising and falling like the vibrations of a small but 
powerful engine, could be heard the alarming pant of the 
asthma victim. Dr Trelavmey sounded in extremity. Some¬ 
thing must be done quickly. There was no doubt of that 
Albert bent forward and put his mouth to the keyhole. 

‘Try again, Dr Trelawney,’ he shouted. 

The awful panting continued for a minute or two; then, 
very weak and shaky, came Dr Trelawney’s thin, insistent 
voice. 

‘I am not strong enough,’ he said. 

Albert turned towards us and shook his head. 

‘He’s done this before/ he said in a lower tone. ‘It’s my 
belief he just wants to get attention. He was angry when 
your uncle died, Mr Nick, and the wife and I had to see 
about that, and not about him for a change. It can’t go on, 

I won’t put up with it. He’ll have to go, I’ve said so before. 
It’s too much. Flesh and blood won’t stand it.’ 

‘Shall we bust the door down?’ said Tupprt. ‘I could if I 
took a run at it, but there isn’t quite enough space to do 
that here.’ 

That was true. The bathroom door stood at an angle by 
the end of the passage, built in such a way that violent 
attack of that kind upon it was scarcely possible. Dr 
Trelmvney’s hoarse, trembling voice came again. 

‘Telephone to Mrs Erdleigh,’ he said. Tell her to bring 
my pills. I must have my pills.’ 

This request seemed to bring some relief to Albert. 

Til do that right away, sir,’ he shouted through the key¬ 
hole. 

‘Wiat on earth can Mrs Erdleigh do?’ said Duport.^ 

Albert, with an old-fashioned gesture, touched the side 
of his nose with his forefinger. , . . , 

‘I know what he wants now,’ he said. ‘One of hi.s spcaa! 
pills. I might have thought of Zvfrs Erdleigh before. We H 
have him out when she comes. She’ll do it.’ 



^What pills kre they?’ 

Better not ask, sir,’ said Albert. 

^Drugs, do you mean?’ 

^'^vei pressed the matter, sir, nor where they come 

Duport and J were left alone in the passage. 

tr, \ smash the panel,’ he said. ‘Shall I 

iry to tind an instrument?’ 

^P- Anyway, not until Albert 
would wake everybody up. We don’t 

'vant a bevy of old ladies to appear.’ 

an Trelawney,’ said Duport in 

anotbp voice, ‘then put it back again and have 

key "I rh t sonaetimes works. I know that particular 

dav Ki + ^ ^ stuck in the bloody hole myself yester- 

Y} ut managed to get out that way.’ 

TrehJf answer. When at last he replied. Dr 

sounded suspicious. 

‘It’s D * asked. ‘Where has Mr Creech gone?’ 

You know, we sometimes talk in the lounge. 

• Creech financial Times the otlaer morning, 

ee^ch has gone to ring Mrs Erdleigh.’ 

YrelaJLv'?! another long silence, during which Dr 
ke was mil?; grew a litde less heavy. Evidently 

tha^ h ^ effort to bring himself under control, 
at work nrf, ^^at people, in addition to Albert, were 
througli the door^^^^^^' ritual sentence sounded 

Godhead of the True.’ 

‘^Ve of J and shook his head. 

teust proved, ^''ken the spell 

concordanf •*■ ] towards his keyhole and spoke 
‘The V • rejoinder: 

‘'Vhaton enrt/ keak the Blindness of Sight.’ 

‘■Pkat’s thp • r^^king about?’ he said. 

‘How o answer.’ 

a earth did you know?’ 
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^ We heard the sound of Dr Trelawney heaving himself up 
with difficulty from wherever he was sitting. He must have 
staggered across the bathroom, for he made a great deal of 
noise as he came violently into contact with objects ob¬ 
structive to his passage. Then he reached the door and 
began to fumble with the key. He removed it from the lock; 
after a moment or two he tried once more to insert it in the 
keyhole. Several of these attempts failed. Then, suddenly, 
quite xmexpectedly, came a hard scraping sound; the key 
could be heard turning slowly; there was a click; the door 
stood ajar. Dr Trelawney was before us on the threshold. 

T told you that would work,’ said Duport. 

Except for the beard, hardly a trace remained of the Dr 
Trelawney I dimly remembered. AH was changed. Even 
the beard, straggling, dirty grey, stained yeUow in places 
like the patches of broom on the common beyond Stone- 
hurst, had lost all resemblance to that worn by the athletic, 
vigorous prophet of those distant days. Once broad and 
luxuriant, it was now shrivelled almost to a goatee. He no 
longer seemed to have stepped down from a stained-glass 
window or ikon. His skin was dry and blotched. Dari 
spectacles covered his eyes, his dressing-gown a long blue 
oriental robe that swept the ground. He really looked 
rather frightening. Although so altered from the Stone- 
hurst era, he still gave me the same chiUy feeling of inner 
uneasiness that I had known as a child when I W'atched him 
and his flock trailing across the heather. I remembered 
Moreland, when we had once talked of Dr Trclav.'ney, 
quoting the lines from Marmion, where the king consults 
the wizard lord: 

Dire dealings with the fiendish race 
Had mark’d strange lines upon his face; 

Vigil and fast had worn him grim, ^ 

His eyesight dazzled seem’d and dim ..» 

Tliat just about described Dr Trelawney as he supported 
himself against the doorpost, scizcrd with another fear u 
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of coughing. I do not kno%v what Duport and I would 
innm Albert had not reappeared at that 

relieved, certainly, but did not seem 
hberatio^''^^^^^*^ somehow brought about this 

promised she’d be along as quick as pos- 
first' V ^ there were a few- things she had to do 

sir MrTn^ ad you was able to get the door open at last, 
her aKrv have that door seen to. I’ve spoken to 

bathrnn'^ • be better if you used the other 

^^sims^^notlTnigW Trelawney, we don’t want such a 

beS^I AJbert? suggestion, perhaps 

Wsarmc mainly a severe one. Instead, he held out 

Preparatin” the hands open, as if in 

Preparation for crucifixion. 

he gentlemen to assist me to my room,’ 

thebea’mn*^”^ unaided. That sounds like 

beginning of an evangelical hymn: 

I am too weak to ... walk unaided ... 

The f 

^ body, 

‘^ourtesv fl should be, I hardly know. Perhaps from mere 
ings - cprpk rnedical advisers. There have been wam- 
He la b ^ '^^ngestion.’ 

supported him along 
'veestablisfip^ V.- Albert. In his room, not without effort, 
Myself brouP-hr^p^ exertions of Cuport and 

hreathing hLrl Albert, who, 

the other hanrf i°b. Duport, on ' 

heginiuna of thoroughly since 

he needed ThJ ^^tion, excitement were what 

Was side to him. Dr Trelawney, 

^^austed by hy now. So far from being 

h°dy, he wS he called hi! 

P ainly stimulated by aU that had happened. 

177 



We heard the sound of Dr Trelawney heaving Iiiinseif up 
with difficulty from wherever he w'as sitting. He must have 
across the bathroom^ for he made a great deal of 
noise as he came violently into contact vdth objects ob¬ 
structive to his passage. Then he reached the door and 
began to fumble wdth the key. He removed it from the lock; 
after a moment or two he tried once more to insert it in the 
keyhole. Several of these attempts failed. Then^ suddenly, 
quite unexpectedly, came a hard scraping sound;'the key 
could be heard turning slowly; there was a click; the door 
stood ajar. Dr Trelawney was before us on the threshold. 

‘I told you that would work/ said Duport. 

Except for the beard, hardly a trace remained of the Dr 
Trelawney I dimly remembered. All was changed. Even 
the beard, straggling, dirty grey, stained yellow in places 
like the patches of broom on the common beyond Stone- 
hurst, had lost all resemblance to that worn by the athletic, 
vigorous prophet of those distant days. Once broad and 
luxuriant, it was now shrivelled almost to a goatee. He no 
longer seemed to have stepped down from a stained-glass 
window or ikon. His skin was dry and blotched. Dark 
spectacles covered his eyes, his dressing-go^vn a long blue 
oriental robe that swept the ground. He really looked 
rather frightening. Although so altered from the Stone- 
hurst era, he still gave me the same chilly feeling of inner 
uneasiness that I had known as a child when I watched hira 
and his flock trailing across the heather. 1 remembere 
Moreland, when we had once talked of Dr Trelawney, . 
quoting the lines from Aiarmion, where the king consults 
the ^vizard lord: 

TDire dealings with the fiendish race - 
Had mark’d strange lines upon his face; 

Vigil and fast had worn him grim, ^ 

His eyesight dazzled seem’d and dim .. • 

That just about described Dr Trelawney as ^ 

himself against the doorpost, seized with another ear 
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of coughing. I do not know what Duport and I would 
Albert had not reappeared at that 
^ reheved, certainly, but did not seem 

^eratio^^^^^*^ somehow brought about this 

promised she’d be along as quick as pos- 
first' T’ ^ there were a few things she had to do 

sir Mrc n door open at last, 

her aKr. h^ve that door seen to. I’ve spoken to 

bathron!!, • ^ y°“ ^^^d the other 

business another'^^hn" ^ 

bucausi a'iw'^'’ suggestion, perhaps 

spectful trs what was, for him, almost a disre- 

his armc rv ^ severe one. Instead, he held out 

preparatin^ f ^ hands open, as if in 

preparation for crucifixion. 

he said gentlemen to assist me to my room,’ 

thebednn,^^' r unaided. That sounds like 

beginning of an evangelical hymn: 

I am too weak to ... walk unaided ... 

The f 

though vvhvT^^^^ijlof this shell I call my body, 
courtesy to ° ^ hardly know. Perhaps from mere 

*^gs - cerebra/ advisers. There have been wam- 

He la h ^ congestion.’ 

^he supported him along 

'''c established b* ^ his room, not without effort, 

Myself broueht^i?* exertions of Duport and 

breathing bird Albert, who, 

ether hand Duport, on 

beginning S;, f thoroughly since 

he needed tLv v!^ Action, excitement were what 

was enio^ntT^'^T^^^®''^®*°^™'°^Trelawney, 
'^buusted by .''y “W. So far from being 

be wal S„, *”1°^ *® *ell he called his 

P ainly stimulated by all that had happened. 
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Ha had mastered his fit of asthma, brought on, no doubt; as 
Albert had suggested, by boredom and depression. The 
Bellevne must in any case have represented a low ebb in 
Dr Trelawmey’s fortunes. Plenty of attention made him al¬ 
most well again. He lay back on his pillows, indicating by 
a movement of the hands that he wished us to stay and talk 
with him until the arrival of Mrs Erdleigh. 

‘Bring some glasses, my friend,’ he said to Albert. ‘We 
shall need four - a number portending obstacles and opposi¬ 
tion in the symbolism of cards - yet necessary for our 
present purpose, if Myra Erdleigh is soon to be of our 
party.’ 

Albert, thankful to have Dr Trela\vney out of the bath¬ 
room and safely in bed at so small a cost, went off to fetch 
the glasses without any of the peevishness to be expected of 
him when odd jobs were in question. Dr Trelawney’s re¬ 
quest seemed to have reference to a half-bottle of brandy, - 
^ready opened, that stood on the wash-stand. I had been 
prepared to find myself in an alchemist’s cell, where occult 
processes matured in retorts and cauldrons, reptiles hung 
from the ceiling while their venom distilled, hornunculi in 
bottles lined the walls. However, there were no dog-eared 
■ volumes of the Cabbala to be seen, no pentagrams or tarot 
cards. Instead, Dr Trelawney’s room was very like that 
formerly occupied by Uncle Giles, no bigger, just as dingy. ■ 
A pile of luggage lay in one corner, some suits — certainly 
ancient enough — hung bn coat-hangers suspended from the 
side of the wardrobe. The only suggestion of tlie Black Arte 
was wafted by a faint, sickly smell, not immediately identi¬ 
fiable: incense? hair-tonic? opium? It was hard to say 
whether the implications were chemical, medicinal, ritual¬ 
istic; a scent vaguely disturbing, like Dr TreIa^vney's own 
personality. Albert returned with the glasses, then said 
good night, adding a word about latching the front door 
when. Mrs Erdleigh left. He must have been used to hei 
visits at a late hour. Duport and I were left alone with t e 
Doctor. He told us to distribute the brandy — the yas 
about a quarter full — allowing a share for Mrs Erdlcig i 
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Tirf!I“* =®™cre<i me through tlie door?’ asked Dr 

'I cM ''^hen he had drunk some brandy. 

“ly teachings then?’ 

That^vp ^ ^ remembered the formula from Stonehurst. 
have Ifspeaking tiue, because I should never 

not hearri A/T^^ 'vords in my head all those years, if I had 
later Hf^ a^ the Doctor in 

Trelaump 7 ^^lanation did not altogether please Dr 
et his c;?rp’ er because he wished to forget that period 
younger °r because it too painfully recalled happier, 
he felt tlJe yhen his cult was more flourishing. Possibly 
hitherto ^|J^°^^bnent that I should turn out to be no new, 
admirine-frr, untapped enthusiasm, 

tunitv to ri-°^T ^ found dramatic oppor- 

Therl comment aVall. 

sinister atdecidedly unpleasant about him ^ 
indicrom JnA f f absurd, that combination of the 
contact wtt. , soon to be widely experienced by 

«I ^ ™ ‘hose set in authority in wartime. • 

Tiiumnh'’ Humiliation into - 

The c^nat traditional theme of Greek Tragedy. - 

nie. In ^ t salubrious resort does not really suit ■ 

^nnnot affnrrl ‘hink why I stay. Perhaps because I 

^^^pany in l!°Tf “ ‘here, much 

^nd spirits ^ . ^ ^^hng health 

here, if one enjoying the ozone 

I^nport who hJ hlr 

'«■ M "“i*,''*; showing teeth as yellow and irreeu- 

eh, I *°ught, a iS: 

ttlip-hf dwardian figure: an Edwardian figure of fnn 

he®elf"^ro^ ^ remembered that a girlhad th^-o°^ 

thinn- ^rom a Welsh mountam-top on his arrnt,T,<-- c t 

were to be considered in est£.ating U—^y^^g 
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smile ’.vas one of the worst thing's about him. I saw that 
Dupoit must be on closer terms with the Doctor than he had 
pretended. I bad cerlamly not grasped the fact that they 
already knew each other 'well enough to have exchanged 
reasons for residing at die Bellexue. Indeed, Duport, while 
he had been drinking at the Royal, seemed deliberately 
to have obscured their comparative intimacy. There was 
nothing very' suiyarising about their confiding in one another. 
Total strangers in bars and-railway carriages will unfold the 
story of their lives at the least opportunity. It was probably 
true to say that the hotel contained no more suitable couple 
to make friends. The details about his married life which 
Duport had imparted to me showed that he was a more 
complicated, more introspective character than I ever 
guessed. His connexion'with Jean was now less mysterious 
to me. No doubt Jimmy Stripling’s esoteric goings-on had 
familiarized Duport, more or less, wth people of Dr 
Trela%vney’s sort. In any case. Dr Trelawney was probably 
pretty-good at worming information out of other residents. 
Even during the time we had been sitting in the room I had 
become increasingly aware of his pervasive, quasi-hyphotic 
powers, possessed to a greater or lesser degree by all per¬ 
sons — not necessarily coimected with occultism — who form 
little cults devoted primarily to veneration of themselves. 
This awareness was not because I felt myself in danger of 
falling under Dr Trelawme/s dominion, though it conveyed 
an imstinctive warning to be on one’s guard. Perhaps Ae 
feeling was no more than a grown-up version of childish 
fantasies about him,-perhaps a tribute to'Bis -will. I was not 
certain. Duport, on the other , hand, appeared perfectly at 
ease. He sat in a broken-down armchair facing the bed, Ds 
hands in his pockets. I explained about my early associa¬ 
tions with Albert, about Uncle Giles’s funeral. 

T used to talk with your uncle/ said Dr Trelawney. 

‘What did you think of him?’ 

.' ‘A thwarted spirit,' a restless soul wandering the vast 
surfaces of the earth.’ 

‘He never found a job he liked.’ 



Men do not gather grapes from off a thorn.’ 
rte told you about himself?’ 

.1 ^ not necessar}'. Every man bears on his forehead 
s ovy of days, an open volume to tlie initiate.’ 
volume, you knew him well?’ 

teries’° know well? All men are mys- 

fj mystery about your uncle’s grousing,’ said 

' 1 ^ thing he was cheerful about was saying 

Trekwn°'^?^ ^°t be a war. What do you think. Dr 

be, must be.’ 

Which means war, in my opinion,’ said Duport. 

sacrpA Mithras, who each year immolates the 

cv , ^ Mng now flash from its scabbard.’ 

^^ou ve said it.’ 

triW^ Osiris once again demands his grievous 

<p ^ blood. The Angel of Death will ride the storm.’ 

‘Th ^ situation have been avoided?’ I asked. 

Over Mars, approaches the earth to lay waste. More- 

‘A j ^ ^nture is ever the consequence of the past.’ 

j onght to have knocked Hitler out when he first 
started making trouble?’ 

Jeavons had held that view. 

, - ^ Four Horsemen are at the gate. The Kaiser went to 

be shame of his withered arm. Hitler will go to war 
_ cause at official receptions the tails of his evening coat 
^''fcp the floor like a cWs.’ • ^ 

eems an inadequate reason,’ said Duport. 
och things are a paradox to the iminstructed — to the 
,^t they are clear as morning light.’ 

must be one of the uninstructed,’ said Duport. 

You are not alone in that.’ 

Just One of the crowd?’ 

K-eason is given to all men, but all men do not know bn,., 
use It. Liberty is offered to each one of us, but feiv U 
be free. Such giSts are, in any case, a righ to beTa^ 
not a privilege for the shiftless.’ 



‘Ho,w do you recommend earning it?’ asked Duport, 
stretching out his long legs in front of him, slumping do^vn 
into the depths of the armchair. ‘I’ve got to rebuild my busi:;’ 
ness connexions. I could do with a few hints.’ 

‘The education of the will is the end of human life.’ 
‘You think so?’ 

‘I know.’ 

‘But can you always apply the will?’ said Duport. ‘Gould 
I have renewed my severed credits by the whl?’ 

‘I am concerned -ivith the absolute.’ 

‘So am I. An absolute balance at the bank.’ 

‘You speak of material trifles. The great Eliphas L6\% 
whose precepts I quote to you, said that one who is afraid 
of fire will never command salamanders.’ 

‘I don’t need to command salamanders. I want to shake 
the metal market.’ 

‘To know, to dare, to will, to keep silence, those are the 
things required.’ 

‘And what’s the bonus for these surplus profits?’ 

‘You have spoken your modest needs.’ 

‘But what else can the magicians offer?’ 

‘To be for ever rich, for ever young, never to die.’ 

Do they, indeed?’ 

‘Such was in every' age the dream of the alchemist’ 
.Tlot a bad programme — let’s have the biue-pnnts.’ 

‘To attain these things,'as I have said, you must emanci¬ 
pate the will from servitude, instruct it in the art of domina-: 
tion.’ 

‘You should meet a mutual friend of ours called Widmer- 
pool,’ said Duport. ‘He would agree %vith you. He’s very 
keen on domination. Don’t you tliink so, Jenkins? An)way, 

Dr Trelawney, what action do you recommend to make a 
start?’ • _ 

‘Power docs not surrender itself. Like a woman, it must 
be seized.’ 

Duport jerked his head in ray direction. r» . i 

‘I offered him a woman in the bar of the 
this eveamg,’ he said, ‘but he declined. He wou.dn 
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seize one.^ I must admit Fred never has much on hand.’ 
^habitation with antipathetic beings is torment,’ said 
that never stmek you, my dear friend?’ 
} 11 again,’ said Duporl, laughing loudly. ‘Perfect 

leii, I ve done quite a bit of it in my day. Would you like to 
^f^^some of my experiences?’ 

phy should we uash to ruminate on your most secret 
orgies.^ said Dr Trelawney. ‘What profit for us to muse on 
lupanar, your diabolical couplings ^vith 
of‘^sbauch, more culpable than those phantasms 
1^, .^5 f^oubi that rack the dreams of young girls, or tire 
f g}'ninastics of the goat-god whose ice-cold sperm 

a ers monsters on writhing witches in coven?’ 

uport shook with laughter. I sa%v that one of Dr 
m awney’s weapons was flattery’, tliough flattery of no 
i"! e kind, in fact the best of all flattery, the sort disguised 
as disagreement or rebuke. 

0 you don’t want a sketch of my love life in its less 
suMessful moments?’ said Duport. 

Jf"^®^^wney shook his head. 

‘n ^ have been some good moments too,’ said Duport. 
tJon t get me wong.’ 

He alone can truly possess the pleasures of love,’ said Dr 
relawney, ‘who has gloriously vanquished the love of 
pleasure.’ 

^Is that your technique?’ 

^If you would possess, do not give.’ 

Ive known plenty of girls who thought that, my wife 
aaiong them.’ 

Continual caressing begets satiety.’ 

She thought that too. You should meet. However, if what 
you said about a war coming is true - and it’s what I think 
^yself - ^ky bother? We shall soon be as dead as Jenkins’s 

Duport had a way of switching from banter to savas-p 
^Helancholy. ^ 

‘There is no death in Nature,’ said Dr Trelawney ‘onl 
transition, blending, synthesis, mutation.’ ’ ^ 
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‘All the samej’ said Duport, 'to take this uncle of Jenkins’s 
again, you must admit, from his point of view, it was 
different sitting in the Bellevue lounge, from lying in a 
coffin at the crematorium, his present whereabouts, as I 
understand from his nephew/ 

‘Those who no longer walk beside us on the void expanses 
of this fleeting empire of created light have no more 
reached the gbsolute end of their journey than birth was 
for them the absolute beginning. They have merely per¬ 
formed their fugitive pilgrimage from embryo to ashes. 
They are in the world no longer. That is ail we can say.’- 

‘But what more can anyone say F’^said Duport. ‘You’re put 
in a box and stowed away underground, or cremated in the 
Jenkins manner. In other words, you’re dead.’ 

‘Death is a mere phantom of ignorance,’ said Dr 
Trelawney. Tt does not exist. The flesh is the raiment of the 
soul. When that raiment has grown tirreadbare or is tom 
. asunder by violent hands, it must be abandoned. There is 
witness without end. When men know how to live, they will 
no longer die,. no more cry with Faustus: 

O lente, lente currite, noctis equil" ■ 

Dr Trelawney and Duport were an odd couple arguing 
together about the .nature of existence, .the immortality of 
the soul, survival after death. The antithetical point of view 
each represented w^as emphasized by their personal appear¬ 
ance. This rather bizarre discussion was brought to an end 
by a knock on the door. 

‘Enter,’ said Dr Trelawney. 

He spoke in a voice of command. Mrs Erdleigh came into 
the room. Dr Trelawmey raised himself into a sitting posi¬ 
tion, leaning back on his elbow’s. 

‘The Essence of the AH is the Godhead of tlie Ttue.’ 

‘The Vision of Visions heals the Blindness of Sight. ^ 

While she pronounced tlie incantation, Mrs Erdleigh 
smiled in a faintly deprecatory manner, like^ a grown-ip 
who, out of pure good nature, humours the v/lum of a child. 

I remembered the same expression coining into her face 
w’hcn speaking to Uncle Giles. Dr Trelawney made a 
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dramatic gesture of introductioiij showing ^ 

in one of ?hose awful grins as he lay back °!L*® P^man 
‘Mr Duport, you’ve met Myra,’ he sard This gmUema^ 

here is the late Captain Jenkin s nephew, 

same name.’ . j* .,+;„cr Mrs 

He rolled his eyes in my direction, indicating 

Erdleigh, . , ’ he 

^Connaissez-vous la vieille souveratne u w ? 
said, "qui marche toujours, et ne se 
incarnation, she passes under the name of Mrs ^ 

‘Mr Jenkins ^d I know each other already, she saia, 

with a smile. ,r.r ^,v.r^■t*rc nil ’ 

‘I might have guessed,’said Dr Trelawney. e 

‘And your introduction was not very po , 

Erdleigh. ‘I am not as old as she to whom the A 

referred/ far 

‘Be not offended, priestess of Isis. You have escap 

beyond the puny jfingers of Time.’ v j +rt -mp 

She turned from him, holding out her hand to me. 

‘I knew you were here,’ she said. 

‘Did Albert say I was coming?’ Vmir ooor 

‘It was not necessary. I know such ng . mieht 
uncle passed over peacefully. More peacefully g 

■ coat rvith a high fur coiiar^— 

bat, also black, riding on the summit o dark-reddish 

bad taken the place of the ^teep bank of da^jedOisn 

tresses of the time when I had met her at ^ 

pncle Giles seven or eight years be ore, Templers 
utiagined her nearing fifty. Lunching wi_ Timmv 

^gbteen months late? (when she had 
Stripling), 1 decided she was younger. Now, she 
much aged as an entirely different 
brother-in-law Hugo Tolland, used to c^-ll (apropos of In 
employer! M? Baldivyn Hodges) a ‘blue-nnse marquise 
■ This Jew method of Sing.her hair, the tone and texture of 
wiiich suggested a wig, together with the tee-corn^ed 
bat, recalled Longhi, the Venetian ridotto. You felt Mrs 



Erdleigh had just removed her mask before paying tbis 
visit to Cagliostro — or, as it turned out with no great 
difference, to Dr Trelawney. 

‘Sad that your mother-in-Jaw, Lady Warminster, passed 
over too,’ said Mrs Erdleigh. ‘She had not consulted me for 
some years, but I foretold both her marriages. I warned 
her tiiat her second husband should beware of the Eagle - 
symbol of the East, you know ~ and of the Equinox of 
Spring. Lord Warminster died in Kashmir at just that 
season.’ 

‘She is greatly missed in the family,’ 

‘Lady Warminster was a woman among women,’ said 
Mrs Erdleigh. ‘I shall never forget her gratitude when I 
revealed to her that Tuesday was the best day for the 
operation of revenge.^ 

Dr Trelawney was becoming restive, either because Mrs 
Erdleigh bad made herself the centre of attention, or 
because his ovm ‘treatment’ had been delayed too long. 

‘We think we should have our ... er_pill, ha-ha,’ he 

said, trying to laugh, but beginning to twitch dreadfully. 
‘We do not wish to cut short so pleasurable an evening. I 
am eternally grateful to you, gentlemen — though to name 
eternity is redundant, since we all perforce have our being 
within it — and I hope we shall meet again, if only in the 
place where the last are said to be first, though, for my own 
part, I shall not be surprised if the first are first there too.’ 

‘We shall have to turn in too,’ said Duport, rising, ‘or I 
shall have no head for figures tomorrow.’ 

I thought Duport did not much care for Mrs Erdleigh, 
certainly disliked the fact that she and I had met before. 

‘The gods brook no more procrastination,’ said Dr 
Trelawney, his hoarse voice rising sharply in key. ‘I am like 
one of those about to adore the demon under the figure of a 
serpent, or such as make sorceries with vervain and peri¬ 
winkle, sage, mint, ash and basil...’ 

Mrs Erdleigh had taken off her coat and hat. She was 
fumbling in a large black bag she had brought with her. Dr 
Trelawmey’s voice now reached an agonized screech, 
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>... votaries of the Furies who use branches o* ^ar. 
alder, hawthorn, saffron and juniper in their . 

turtle-doves and sheep, who pour upon the groun i 

of wine and honey .., tVi^tp 
M rs Erdleigh almost hustled us through the , 

was something in her hand, a small instrument a 

;/sMl be with my old friend at the last tomorrow/ she 
said, opening wide her huge, misty eyes. „ 

The door closed. There was the sound of the key turm g 
in the lock, then, as we moved off down the passag , 

water poured into a basin. ' . , -a nrsT^rtri- 

‘You see what living at the Bellevue is hke, sm P ’ 
‘I’m surprised you find it boring. Have you s g 
Perfumed Garden?’ 

‘What’s that?’ 

‘The book I gave you — The Arab Art of Love. -ur^n 
‘Hell,’ said Duport, ‘I left it in Trelawney s room, ^ell 
I can get it again tomorrow, if he hasn t pe Y 

then.’ 

‘Good Sght,’ said Duport. ‘I don’t en^ you having to 
turn out for your uncle’s funeral m the . 

The Bellevue mattress was a hard one. 
turbed by dreams. Dr Trelawney - who had 
and wore RAF unifonn - preached from the haroquely 
carved pulpit of a vast cathedral on the that n . 
should heed Billson’s claim to be pregnant by ^ 

black messiah. These and other aberrant 
coming of day welcome. I rose, beyond question impaired 
by file drinks^consumed with Duporq aU tire same axmous 
to get through my duties. Outside, the weather was sunny, 
all that the seasiL required. Nevertheless, I wanted only 
to return to London. While I dressed I wondered wheriier 
the goings-on of the night before had disturbed other 
residLs of the hotel. When I reached the dining-room, the 
air of disquiet there made me tlnnk we had made more 
noise than I had supposed. Certainly the murmur of con- 
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^''ersation was disturbed at the tables of the old ladies. An 
atmosphere of tension made itself felt at once. Duport, un¬ 
expectedly in his place, was eating a kipper, a pile of dis¬ 
ordered newspapers lying on the floor beside liim. I made 
some reference to the unwisdom of terminating an evening 
of that sort with Dr Trelawney’s brandy. Duport made a 
face. He ignored my comment. 

‘Nice news,’ he said, ‘isn’t it?’ 

‘What?’ 

‘Germany and Russia.’ 

‘What have they done? I haven’t seen a paper.’ 

‘Signed a Non-Aggression Pact with each other.’ 

He handed me one of the newspapers. I glanced at the 
headlines. 

‘Cheerful situation, you will agree,’ said Duport 
‘Makes a good start to the day.’ 

I felt a sinking inside me as I read. 

‘Molotov and Ribbentrop,’ said Duport. ‘Sound like the 
names of a pair of performing monkeys. Just the final touch 
to balls up my affairs.’ 

‘It will be war all right now.’ 

‘And Hitler wilh be able to buy all the chromite he wants 
from the Soviet.’ 

‘So what?’ ^ 

‘It’s good-bye to my return to Turkey, whatever happens. 
‘But if there’s war, shan’t we want the stuff more than 
ever?’ ■ . _ 

‘Of course we shall. Even a bloody book-reviewer, or 
whatever you are, can see that. It doesn’t prevent Widlner- 
pool from failing to grasp the point. The probability of war 
made the pre-empting of the Turkish market essential to 
this coimtry.’ 

‘Then why not still?’ • • ^ 

‘Buying chromite to prevent Germany from getting it and 
buying it just for oinr own use are not the sanie thing. A 
the chromite Germany wants will now be available from 
Russian sources — and a bloody long list of other important 
items too.’ 



‘I see.’ ' 

differently now. I shall drop 
that ^ another job out of him, not 

fool a<! t ^ imagine Widmerpool being such a 

Donnprc n prospect of'war would diminish 

nient^'^ST ^®q™ments. “Cut do\;m our commit- 

toofc^p^^^ ^ some kipper-bones on to his plate. He 
ooMeveral deep gulps of coffee. 

he ^ ^i^™^jff>ool turned out to e right,’ 

matter ' f ids crassness brought him luck. As a 

creHJtc ^ wouldn’t wonder if he didn’t cut off my 

‘Wk from spite as obtuseness.’ 

‘Til 7t Widmerpool want to spite you?’ 
curt tpi ° ^ who s master. I sent him one or two pretty 

idsown^SS^ decided to get 

1 1 vf ^ 1 ^" I m up a gum tree now.’ 

not sm ^ grumble. At that moment, I could 

sympathy. In any case, I did not care’ for 
in hie ^n°ngh I had to admit he had his points. He was, 

^ ^‘'don. Ahead, I thought, lay plenty 

a thn action of one kind or another. Even now, 

coure*^^^ i*® done. Then and there, the only 

rehi ^ i°dow was to oversee xlJncle Giles’s cremation 
intp^^ home, try to make plans in the light of the new 
nernational situation. , j 

pect they’ll requisition the place now all right,’ said 
Qui^ri’ I saw him. ‘That’s if tliere’s anything to re- 

he’^^ n day or two. Hitler’s not one to tell us when 

still^ J'^st loose a lot of bombs, I reckon. The wife’s 

hedro°°^^^ ^i^d taking on a treat about the blackout in the 

th^°^ ^ thoroughly disliked danger, Albert faced 

pretty \vell. At best its circum- 
^ces would shatter the props of his daily life at a tJ 
thp S de \vas no longer young. All tlic same, the Germans'^ 
m Russians, the suffragettes were all one \vhen it rarr. ’ 
putting up tlie shutters. Hemight'be afraid when a polhe^ 



man walked up the Stonehurst drive; that trepidation was 
scarcely at all increased by the prospect of bombardment 
from the air. Indeed^ his fear was really a sort of courage, 
fear and courage being close to each other, like love and 
hate. 

‘Mr Duport and I sat up with Dr Trelawney for a while 
after he went to bed last night/ I said. 

Albert shook his head, 

‘Don’t know how we’re going to get rid of him now,’ he. 
said. ‘Flesh and blood won’t stand it much longer. If there’s 
requisitioning, he’ll be requisitioned like the rest of us, I 
suppose. It won’t dojio good talking. Well, it’s been nice 
seeing you again, Mr Nick.’ 

I felt no more wish to adjudicate between Albert and Dr 
Trelawney than between Duport and Widmerpool. They 
must settle their own problems. I went on my way. The 
crematorium was a blaze of sunshine. I had a word with the 
clergyman. It looked as if I was going to be the only 
mourner. Then, just as the service was about to begin, Mrs 
Erdleigh turned up. She was shrouded in black veils that 
seemed almost widow’s weeds. She leant towards me and 
whispered some greeting, then retired to a seat at the back 
of the little chapel. The clergyman’s'voice sounded as if he, 
too, had sat up drinking the night before, though his 
appearance put such a surmise out of court. 

. - For man walketh in a vain shadow, and disquieteth 
himself in vain; he heapeth up riches and cannot tell who 
shall gather then —’ 

Uncle Giles’s giirit hovered in the air. I could well 
imagine one of his dissertations on such a theme. The coffin 
slid through the trap-door with perfect precision: Uncle 
Giles’s remains committed to a nomad’s pyre. I turned to 
meet Mrs Erdleigh. She had already slipped away. Her 
evasiveness was perhaps due to delicacy, -because, when 
Uncle Giles’s will (proved at the unexpectedly large figure 
of seven thousand, three hundred pounds) came to light, 

Mrs Erdleigh turned out to be the sole legatee. Uncle Giles 
could not be said to have heaped up riches, but he had seen 
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^ relations did not gather them. It ^vas one of 

nose testamentoy surprises, like St John Clarke’s leaving 

‘bn^!!^^ always an unreliable fellow/ said my father, 
e mustn t speak ill of him now.’ 


When the sword of Mithras — to borrow Dr Trela.\vnefs 
phrase — flashed at last from its scabbard, people supposed 
London would immediately become the target of bombs. 
However, the slayer of Osiris did not at first demand hts 
grievous tribute of blood, and a tense, infinitely uneasy 
over-all stagnation imposed itself upon an equally uncom¬ 
fortable, equally febrile, over-all activity. Everyone was on 
the move. The last place to find a friend or relation was the 
spot where he or she had lived or worked in peacetime. 
Only a few, here and there, discovered themselves aheady 
suitably situated for war conditions. Frederica Budd, tor 
example, Isobel’s eldest sister, as a widow with children m 
bring up, had not long before gone to live in the co^^^ 
wdthin range of their schools. Her smaU house stood m a 
village within twenty or thirty miles of Thrubworth, upo 
which Frederica always liked to keep an eye. ^ «nve 

arranged that Isobel should stay, if possible, untd she gav 
birth. Without much in common except their relations ip 
sisters, the temperaments of Isobel and Fredenca 
those of Frederica and Norah - were at 
in active conflict. Isobei’s help in runmng t e ou 
convenient to Frederica as this arrangement Avas acc p 

able to ourselves. , . . fipad- 

Thrubworth had been requisitioned as a 
quarters. In principle detesting ^var m all its 
tions, Erridge was reported, in practic^ to • j 

over of his house by the he^tse of 

tude on his part w'as not, as might be ug ’ private 
any theoretical approval of state ^ of tlie 

property was concerned, so much as on 
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ancpQ ^.^cvance - indeed^, series of legitirhate griev- 
ProvTf?r^^'''^'U‘^ tlie anoy’s investment of his mansion 

exasnprnt- a rebel ^vhose life had been 

pendpM V' backing in persecution, had enjoyed inde^. 

social parental control, plenty of money, assured 

been rlp ’ early in life. Since leaving school he had 
roost vrf typical grudges \vithin the grasp of 

bad laf ^i”‘ °f these grudges, it was true, he 

rondo-pcT ■ .°ped with fair success by artificial means, 
apnma ^ Pleasure, part and parcel of his political 

tban o ^ f ^ outbreak of war had threatened more 

place I ^ closest interests by making them common- 

Thrubv^^^h'^ vulgarly ‘patriotic’. The army at 

• brinp- \ ^\dth the boundless inconvenience troops 
Them ^ tram, restored Erridge’s inner well-being. 
He anw'pf upheaval in his own daily existence, 

of thp t. case, inhabited only a small coiner • 



time h tor liim on his own ground. At the same 

roindpH longer tempted to abandon all his high- 

^ble t f Provided with a sitting target, he was 

roilita° himself to an unremitting campaign against 

office represented in person by the commanding 

r and staff of the formation quartered on his property. 
billiar^Tm^ skirmishes raged round the use of the 
aea' grand piano, tlie hard tennis-court 

^ background of protest, often justifiable enough^' 
ob'^ tracks made by short cuts across lawns^ 

the house broken or defaced by carelessness and 
^ alisrn. However, these hostilities could at the same tinie 
unremitting only so far as Erridge’s own health allowed 
e outbreak of war having quite genuinely transformed’ 
ro trom’ a congenital sufferer from many vague ailments 
, , ° ^ man whose physical state bordered on that of 
Chronic invalid. ^ ^ 

,Erry helped to lose the Spanish war for his -j » 

said No'rah. ‘Thank goodness he is not going to be fit eno^\ 
to lose this one for the rest of us.’ ^Ough i 
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. Norah herself, together with her friend, Eleanor Walpole- 
. Wilson, had already enrolled themselves as drivers in 
some women’s service. They could talk of nothing but the 
charm of their superior ofRcer, a certain Gwen McReifh. 
Eleanor’s father, Sir Gavin Walpole-Wilson, after many 
years of retirement, had made a public reappearance by 
writing a ‘tum-overi article for The Times on German in¬ 
fluence in the smaller South American coxmtries. This piece 
had ended with the words: ‘The dogs bark: the caravan 
moves on.’ In fact everyone, one way and another, was 
becoming absorbed into the leviathan of war. Its inexor¬ 
able pressures were in some ways more irksome for those 
outside the machine than those within. I myself, for 
example, felt lonely and depressed. Isobel was miles away 
in the country; most of the people I knew had disappeared 
from London, or were soon to do so. They were in um'form, 
or some new, unusual civil occupation. In this atmosphere 
writing was more than ever out of the question; even read¬ 
ing could be attempted only at short stretches. I refused 
one or two jobs offered, saying I was ‘on the Reserve’, 
should soon be ‘called up’. However, no calling-up took 
■place; nor, so far as I could discover, was any likely to be 
enunciated in the near future. There was just the surround¬ 
ing pressure of uneasy stagnation, uneasy activity. 

I was not alone, of course, in this predicament. Indeed, 
my father, who might have been expected to be of some 
assistance, was, as it turned out, in worse case even tiian 
myself. He was by this time totally immersed in the prob¬ 
lem of how to bring about his own re-eraployment, a pre¬ 
occupation which, in spite of her very mixed feelings on the 
subject, equally engrossed my mother, who partly feared 
he might succeed, partly dreaded his despair if left on the 
shelf. It was hard, even impossible, for my father to con¬ 
centrate for even a short time on any other subject. He 
w'ould talk for hours at a time about possible jobs that he 
might be offered. His prospects were rneagre in the 
extreme, for his health had certainly not improved since 
retirement. Now, his days were spent \<,Titing letters to 
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abouT^£7 cT? achieved senior rank, hanging 

‘I mar. j° to buttonhole them in person. 

he would say. speaking as if in a dream. 'Of 


'1 

ste 

course I k^"” speaKing as it in a dream. 'Uf 

exalted nneV^ he could do nothing for me himself in his 
me thp n ^ ^n, but he wasn’t at all discouraging. Gave 
secretariat^^ °* ^ bellow in the Adjutant-General’s own 
a few oth ° entering my name on a special file with 
thins: ° category as myself. Some- 

member of^tb™ a°^ ^^^'^^cigg’s doing his best too. As a. 

off.’ ^ Army Council, he ought to bring something 

Th 

^Pproa^hi General Conyers might be worth 

had almncM own interests. By that time my parents 

drifted mt touch writh the General, having themselves 
miybodv ° ^ .c>rm of life in which they hardly ever ‘saw* 
General ^' ''^^7 of life far removed, from the 

^^t as'e restless curiosity about things, an energy 

''"35 tl^ to have done little to abate. At least that 

mentinn hhn to be inferred from their occasional 

3ppr6v ri° name. To tell the truth, they rather dis- 
Generat ^®ours that percolated through to them that 
Sodet would sornetimes attend meetings of the 

ong of Psychical Research, or had given a lecture at 

societ' ^^'^ersities on the subject of Oriental secret 

as ^y Parents preferred to think of General Conyers 
the complete retirement and inactivity since 

he h ^ years before." At that date 

disn • their house in the country, at the same time 
such sporting poodles as remained in the ken- 
Ue cf^^' ^°w he lived all the year round in the small flat' 
,°^ne Square, where he was still said to play Gounod 
cello in the afternoons. 

thinl°°^c°^'^ Aylmer,’ my father would say, since he liked to 
ersU , people existing in an unspectacular, even 

‘ourless manner. ‘You know he was rather a eav cr. ^ 

^ his youth. Never looked at another woman after 
n«d BcrUia. It ntust bo a lonely life.’ " 
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At first I hesitated to call on General Conyers, not only 
on account of this forlorn picture of him, but also because 
great age is, in itself, a little intimidating. I had not set 
eyes on him "since my own wedding. Finally, I decided to 
telephone. The General sounded immensely vigorous on the 
line. Like so many of his generation, he always shouted 
into the mouthpiece witli the full force of his lungs, as if 
no other method would make the instrument work. 

‘Delighted to hear your voice, Nick. Gome along. Of 
course, of course, of course.’ 

He was specific about the time I was to call on the follow¬ 
ing day. I found myself once more under his photograph m 
the uniform of the Body Guard I had so much admired as a 
child, when my mother had taken me to see Mrs Conyers 
not long after we had left Stonehurst, I think the General 
admired this picture too, because, while we were talking 
of people we knew in common, he suddenly pointed to tlus 
apotheosis of himself in plumed helmet bearing a 

‘They made me give all that up,’ he said. ‘Reached the 
age Hmit. Persuaded them to keep me on for quite a while 
longer than allowed by regulations, as a matter of fact, bu 
they kicked me out in the end. Lot of nonsense. It s not tne 
fellows of my age who feel the strain. We know how to hoi 
ourselves easily on parade. It’s the fellow in his les i' 
has to go to bed for a week after duty at a court or leve - 
Tries to stand to attention all the time and be too damne 
regimental. Won’t do at that age. Any^vay, I ve got plen y 
to occupy me. Too much, I don’t mmd telling you. to 
case, gallivanting round in scarlet and gold doesn 

‘^He shook his head emphatically, as if I might tty to dwy 
that. His face had become more than ever oquthne an 
ivory, the underlying structine of bone a ^ 

accentuated by age, giving Inin an o er-r 
expression, a look ’vvithdrav/n and remo e , before she 
of Lady Warminster’s features m nionths 
died), i if he now lived in a dream of ^alWorgo^n 
paigns, love affairs, heterodox experiences and opinions. 
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abouT^-^ there was a restless strength, a rhxrthm,. 
anseln that made one think of the Michel- 

'vith a ^ Sistine Chapel. The Cumaean 'Sybil 

himinp- added? All at once he leant forward, 

slishtlv r f his head 

■W'all. T another picture-hanging on the 

into Af^o ^ unbearded Jehovah inspiring life 

'S^rf an extended finger. 

Sood to T°^ when Bertha died,’ he said. ‘No 

Thoup'bt T’rf 1 ^ sailor, never has a home. 

Can’t r ^ Troost, though. Troost? Van Troost? 

haveharfvT®I was wise to 
The ^ ^i^aned on the advice of that fellow Smethyck.’ 
‘TJnrl'^^'^ Va guard-room in the Low Countries, 
joke looking lot,’ General Conyers went on. ‘No 

to get those days. Must have been most difficult 

tod^^^ orders out to large bodies of men. Still, that’s 
ud in +u ^^timense intricacies even about calling them 
I want them.’ 

to spe the'very subject about which I came 

Reserv ’ ®hort, how best to convert registration with the 
'"'ar tV ^ commission in the armed forces. Before the 
a pr ^ ®^^tnorphosis had been everywhere regarded as 
0 P ocess to be put automatically in motion by the march 
ino now, for those in their thirties, the key seemed 

\li entry into that charmed circle. The General 

head at once. 

he ^ Goeur de Lion came back to earth tomorrow,’ 

tb would be able to tell you more, my dear Nick 

r ^ 1- ^^n about the British Army of today. I am not much 
rther advanced in military knowledge than those fellows 
Pointed in the gucird-room. Can’t your father help?’ 
He’s trying to solve his own problem of getting back.’ 
They’ll never have him.’ 
r ou thhik not?’ 

Certainly not. Never heard such a tiling.’ 

;Why not?’ 

‘Health isn’t good enough. Too old.’ 
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, t 

‘He doesn’t beliei’c that.’ 

„ ‘Of course he’s too old. Much too old. Aren’t you gettiuf 
a shade old yourself to embark on a military career? Wars 
have to be fought by young men nowadays, you know, my 
dear Nick, not old buffers like us/ 

‘SdU, I thought I might try'.’ 

‘Does you credit. Can’t one of your own contemporaries 
give you a tip? Some of them must be soldieis/ ^ 

He stood for a moment to straighten out his rheumatic 
leg, carefully smoothing the thick dark check of the trouser . 
as far down as the cloth top of his buttoned boot. I felt a 
little dashed to find suddenly that I was so old, by now goo 
for little, my life virtually over. The General returned to his 

T)idn’t you .once tell me years ago that you knew 
Moreland, the composer?’ he asked. ‘Splendid thing of s 
heard on the weless not long ago. Now, what was it caiieu. 
Tone Poem Vieux Port ... something of the sort ... 

wondered if I could get a record -.■ 
He had evidently dismissed the army - the war its 
from his mind for a moment. Quite other thoug ts were 

How are all Isobel’s brothers and sisters?’ he asked. . 

I gave some account of them. ^ j. 

‘Erridge is a. psychosomatic case, of course, 

General. ‘Not a doubt of it. Contradictory exterior 
of contending interior emotions. Great pity he 

“^^tooked at his watch. I out’ 

a man of action, General Conyers had failed me. He p 

his hand at once. ' - „ • . tvinre if 

‘No, don’t go yet,’ he said. ‘S»y just a 

you can. There is someone cotnmg I X . to 

^at was why I asked you at te tune. Got a b-t of neu. 
teU you, as a matter of fact You can pass it on to you 
parents during the next day or two, evidently 

He paused, nodding his head knowingly. He 

very pleased about something. I %von er 
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'“"g “me 

to award It would be late in tlie day 

are not 1?™ 'decorations, but such ofiicial afterthoughts 
Conyers -to same, it would be unlike General 

speak of th _§rcatly about such tilings, certainly to 
tell wliat enthusiasm, though one can never 

attaining goals people svill set their hearts on 

I had married again,’ he said crisply. 

‘Somp'^'^^ enough control not to laugh aloud, 
speakm^d'^^Pde might think it a mistake,’ said the General, 
m the very'sternly, as if he \vell knevy how to deal 

fectlv rpnr^ emshing fasliion with such persons. ‘I per- 
good man ? diave not the smallest doubt that a 

take Mr ^ friends will say that I am making a mis- 

Con’t vn I do not care a damn. Not a damn, 

'^nt you agree, Nicholas?’ 

Absolutely,’ 

^^ter aU, it is I vv'ho am getting married, not they.’ 

«'ni mind their own business, what?’ 

, a tiling no one likes to do.’ 

the ho^^W laughed very heartily at this thought of 

havetn ^ . ,°“tmy .P«i'suing his critics, that they would 
toents own business, most dreaded of predica- 

said ° should like you to stay and meet my future wife,’ he 

From what my parents were going to say to tin’s. 

Coffin f point of view it would be the final nail in the 
Aylmer Conyers. There was nothing of which they 
^ u more disapprove. At that moment the front-door bell 
yS* 

Forgive me,’ said the General, ‘as I explained befnrp t 
have no longer any domestic staff.’ ^ 

He went off to open the door. I heard a woman’e im,- 
fte hall; soft laughter, as if at a too violent embraS 
mought how furious Uncle Giles would have been had^'h^ 
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lived to hear that General Conyers was contemplating re¬ 
marriage. Certainly the news was unexpected enough, I 
wondered who on earth w'as going to appear. A succession 
of possibilities, both ludicrous and conventional, presented 
themselves to the mind: ash-blondes of seventeen; red- 
wigged, middle-aged procuresses, on, the lines of Mrs 
Erdleigh; silver-haired, still palely-beautiful -widows of 
defunct soldiers, courtiers, noblemen. I even toyed for a 
moment with the fantasy that the slight asperity that had 
always existed between the General and ray sister-in-law, 
Frederica, might really have concealed love, dismissing 
, such a possibility almost as soon as it took shape. Even that 
last expectation scarcely came up to the reality. I could not 
have guessed it in a million years, A tall, dark, beaky-nosed 
lady of about fifty came into/the room. I rose. She was 
distinctly well-dressed, with a business-like, rather than 
frivolous, air. 

‘We have often met before,’ she said, holding out her hand. 

It was Miss Weedon.'' 

‘At Lady Molly’s,’ she said, ‘and long before that too.’ 

The General took my arm between his forefinger and 
thumb, as if about to break it neatly just above the elhow 
with one sharp movement of his -wrist. 

‘So you know each other already?’ he said, not absolutely 
sure he was pleased by that fact. ‘I might have guessed you 
would have met with Molly Jeavons. I’d forgotten she was 
an aunt of Isobel’s.’ 

‘But we knew each other in much more distant day's a? 
well,’ said Muss Weedon, speaking in a gayer tone than I 
had ever heard her use before. 

She looked enormously delighted at what was happening 
to her. . 

‘I ran into Jeavons the other day in Sloane Street,’ sai 
General Conyers. ‘Have you seen him lately, Nick? 

‘Not for a month or two. There has been such a lot to do 
about Isobel going to the country and so on. IVe haven’t 

been to Molly’s house for ages. How are they?’ 

‘Jeavons is an air-raid warden,’ said the General, nc 
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jQ ® ^ talk. I like Jeavons. Don’t know him well. Hear 
me 0 ^ complain he is a bore. I don’t think so. He put 

^ first-rate place to buy cheap shirts many years 

aga Shopped there ever since.’ , 

Miss Molly is going back to Dogdene/ said 

hou 'They have evacuated a girls’ school to the 

stra^ ^ ~ teach, of course. How 

‘Op return after being chatelaine of the place.’ 

Tohn once married to that pompous fellow, 

thinp- wasn’t she?’ said the General. ‘One forgets 

Kin^TPj must be dead these twenty years. How 

TjS Edward abominated him.’ 

to find^^ ^fimk the present marchioness will be too pleased 
a?ain ’ • j sister-in-law in residence at Dogdene 

smil" * Miss Weedon, with one of those icy, malicious 
funi?^ remembered. ‘Lady Molly has always been so 
‘ y about what she calls “the latest Dogdene economy”.’ 
,, I Alice Sleaford,’ said the General. ‘You must not be 
to her, Geraldine.’ , , 


I had 


never before heard Miss Weedon addressed as 


Fo ^ secretary to Stringham’s mother, Mrs 

Tea*^’ always: been ‘Tuffy’. That was what Molly 

^^fied her, too.' I wanted to ask about Stringham, 
b'd existing circumstances, hesitated to do so. As' 

e of General Conyers, Miss Weedon had suddenly be- 
me such a very different sort of person, almost girlish in 
banner, -far from the Medusa she had once been 
^esignated by Moreland. At the same time, she still re- 
med some of her secretary’s formality in speaking of 
People. However, she herself must have decided that her 
present position would be weakened, rather than strength¬ 
ened, by all avoidance of the subject of Stringham, which 
Certain to turn up sooner or later, was best put at once on 
a solid basis. She now raised it herself. 

I expect you want to hear about Charles,’ she said xro 
cheerfully, ’ ^ 

‘Of course. How is he?’ 

‘Quite all right now.’ 
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‘Really?’ ■ - 

‘Absolutely.’ 

‘Charles is the fellow you %vere helping to look after his 
mother’s house, is he?’ asked General Conyers, speaking 
with that small touch of impatience, permissible, even to be 
applauded, in the Hght of his own engagement. ‘You Icnev/ 
Charles Stringham, did you, Nicholas? At school mth him, 
were you? I hear he drank too much, but has given it up. 
Good thing.’ 

‘IshestillatGHmber?’ 

‘Glimber has been taken over as an evacuated govern¬ 
ment office. Charles is in London now, looking for a job. He 
wants to get into the army. Of course his health isn’t very 
good, even though he has stopped drinking. It isn’t going to 
be easy. There have been money troubles too. His father 
died in Kenya and left such money as he had to his French 
wife. Mrs Foxe is not nearly so rich as she was. Com¬ 
mander Foxe is so terribly extravagant. He has gone back 
to the navy, of course.’ 

‘Good old Buster.’ 

Miss Weedon laughed. She deeply detested Buster Foxe. 
‘Nicholas wants to get into the army too,’ said General 
Conyers, anxious to dismiss the subject of Stringham and 
his relations. ‘He is also having difficulties. Didn’t you say 
so, Nicholas? Now, tell me, don’t I remember a former 
servant of your parents manages a hotel somewhere? Some 
seaside place. Very good cook, wasn’t he? I remember hrs < 
souffles. Thought we might perhaps honeymoon at Ins 
hotel. Not going to make it a long affair. Just a week or ten 
days. Quite enough.’ 

‘They have probably requisitioned the place. I was dovm 
there a month or two ago for Uncle Giles’s funeral.’ 

‘Saw his death in the paper. Made rather a mess of his 
life, didn’t he? Don’t think I set eyes on him since a week 
or two before the earlier war broke out.’ 

‘Do you remember Dr Trelawney? He was staying" in the 
hotel.’ 

‘That old scoundrel. Was he, indeed? How is he?’ 
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locked in the bathroom.’ 

Essence of General thoughtfully. The 

something inlt^lr of the True ... may be 

TrelawnPTr •, Always meant to go and have a look at 

^tral Plan ground ... all that stuff about the 

to earth°?1feffort, brought himself back 

• ‘""‘J S°“S- 

problem TMiVr „have been more use about your own 
still get cn ' another talk with your father. Better 
high UD. y°"- ^o good trying too 


im c 1 7° Lu iicip you. iNO gooa trying too 

that’s tiip junior, like a lieutenant-colonel. 

^ust com of fellow. Very nice to have seen you. You 

tvhere wp 1hack. Don’t know 
j j ® shall go yet.’ 

together, discussing that question, ’ Miss 
•^s thp fl + j °oking immensely pleased about everything, 
shrill bpg* f heard her laughter, now quite 

ham^n 'f ^ ^S^^ri. She had reason to be pleased. String- 
die hart ^ Tpeared, had been cured by her of ‘drink’; now 
'vas ac General Conyers. The one achievement 

other. They were periiaps not so 
of dash ^ ”^^ght at first sight appear. There was a kind 
mannpr r Strmgham comparable with the General’s 
advan j *^omg the world; at the same time, the General’s 
M5ss\\f Stringham’s taste for the bottle, gave 

her t 1 ” something ponderable upon which to exercise 

bower ""p after’ people, her teste, in short, for 

Conyers had seemed as enchanted witli 
in with him. I wondered what other men ~ 

Erm - Stringham - had been ‘in her life’ as Mrc 

loigh would have said; wliat, for that matter, had bpn 
' jss Weedon’s true relationslu’p wdth Stringham 
P<^sses tlirough the w'Orld knowing few, if any of tfi,. • 
Portant things about even flic people with whom on» 1^' ' 
'-’en from time to time in tiie closest intim.acy. ^ 

‘Valcjy asks why one hn.s been summoned tM n • 
Cannwil,' Moreland once s.iid. ‘but it's mon. ’-i 

like blind 




man’s buiT, One reels through the carnival in question, 
blundering into persons one can’t see, and, without much 
success, trying to keep hold of a few of them.’ 

There could be no doubt that General Conyers had taken 
on a formidable w'oman; equally no doubt that he was a 
formidable man. If he could handle Billson naked, he could 
probably handle Miss Weedon clothed - or naked, too, if it 
came to that. I felt admiration for his energy, his deter¬ 
mination to cling to life. There was nothing defeatist about 
him. However, my parents, as I had expected, were not at 
ail pleased by the news. They had, of course, never heard 
of Aliss Weedon. The engagement was, indeed, quite a shock 
to them. In fact, the whole affair made my father very 
cross. Now that Uncle Giles ^vas no more, he may have felt 
himself permitted a greater freedom of expression in 
openly criticizing General Conyers, He did so in just the 
terms the General had himself emdsaged. 

‘No fool like an old fool,’ my father said. ‘I shouldn’t 
have believed it of him, Bertha hardly cold in her grave.’ 

T hope he hasn’t made a silly mistake,’ said my mother. 

T like old Aylmer, with all his funny ways of behaving.’ 

‘Very awkward for his daughter too. Why, some of his 
grandchildren must be almost grown up.’ 

‘Oh, no,’ said'my mother, who loved accuracy in such 
matters, ‘not grown up.’ 

‘Where did he meet this woman?’ 

‘I really don’t know,’ 

it turned out later that General Conyers had sat next to 
Miss Weedon at a concert some months before the outbreak 
of war. They had fallen into conversation. Finding they 
knew many people in common, they had arranged to meet 
at another concert the following week. That was how their 
friendship had begun. In short. General Conyers had 
‘picked up’ Miss Weedon. There was no denying it. It was 
a true romance. 

‘Adventures only happen to adventurers,’ Mr Deacon had 
said one evening when we w'ere sitting drinking in the 
saloon bar of the Mortimer. 


204 



la H what one calls adventures/ said More¬ 

en , who was in a hair-splitting mood. ‘What you mean, 
people to whom adventures happen are never 
htt ^ That is not the same thing. It’s the 

oneself’ have the real adventures — people like 

^on t be pedantic, Moreland/ Mr Deacon had answered, 
ertainly General Conyers was not unadventurous. Was 
an adventurer? I thought over his advice about the 
j ^ answer came to me. I must get in touch ' 
th t I wondered why I had not thought of 

a earlier. I telephoned to his office. They put me 
through to a secretary. 

... Widmerpool is embodied,’ she said in an 

unfriendly voice. 

I could tell from her tone, efficient, charmless,. un- 
b been given special instructions 

idmerpool himself to use the term ‘embodied’ in 
"^hing his military condition. I asked where he was to 
ound. It was a secret. At last, not without pressure on 
y Own part, she gave me a telephone number. Tliis turned 
u to be that of his Territoiial battalion’s headquarters. I 

^■anghimup. 

^ Gome and see me by all means, my boy,’ he boomed 
'vn the wire in a neAV, eriormously hearty voice, ‘but 
ring your own beer. There won’t be much I can do for 
^^ 1 * ^P bumf and don’t e-xpect I shall be 

‘t’C to spare you more tlian a minute or two for waffling? 

■ 1 was annoyed by the phrase ‘bring your own beer’, also 
y being addressed as ‘my boy’ by Widmerpool. They were 
terms he had never, so to speak, earned the right to use 
t^ertainly not to me. However, I recognized that a world 
War -was going to produce worse situations than Widrner- 
pool’s getting above himself and using a coamely military 
hoistcrousness of tone to which Ins ci\ilinn personality 
could make no claim. I .accepted his inviwtion; he narneci ^ 
time. The following day, after finisliing my arlicJe for tJ ^ 
paper and looking at some books I liad to re\iew, I ^ 


205 



for the Territorial headquarters, which was situated in a 
fairly inaccessible district of London. I reached there at 
last, feeling in the depths of gloom. Entry into the most 
arcane recesses of the Secret Service could not have been 
made more difficult. Finally an NGO admitted me to Wid- 
merpool’s presence. He was sitting, surrounded by files, in 
a small, horribly stuffy office, which was at the same time 
freezingly cold. I •was still unused to the sight of him in 
uniform. He looked anything but an army officer - a railway 
official, perhaps, of some obscure country. 

‘Been left in charge of details consequent on the unit’s 
move to a training area,’ he said brusquely, as I entered 
the room. ‘Suppose I shouldn’t have told you that. Security 
- security - and then security. Everyone must learn that. 
Well, my lad, what can I do for you? You need not stand. 

Take a pew.’ j 

I sat on a kitchen chair -with a broken back, and ouihned 

my situation. ^ . 

‘The fact is,’ said Widmerpool, glarmg through his 
spectacles and puffing out his cheeks, as if rehearsing a - 
tremendous blowing up he was going to give some 
subordinate in the very near future, ‘you ought to have 
joined the Territorials before war broke out.’ 

• ‘I know.’ . _ , 

‘No good just entering your name on the Reserve. 

■‘There were difficulties about age.’ 

‘Only after you’d left it too late.’ 

‘It was only a matter of mont • ,v| 

Never mind. Think how long I ve been a Temtorial 

officer. You should have looked ahead. 

‘You said there wasn t gomg to be a war after Mumcffi 
■ ‘You thought there was, so you were even more foolish. 

There was truth in that. , » ^ j 

i only want to know the best t^g to do, I said. 

‘You misjudged things, didn t you. 

‘I did.’ 


s 


No vacancies now. ^ 
■‘How can I put that right. 
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• of commissioned subalterns 

■ ■ eighte ri'"S!- them had done at least 

., ngen months m the ranks-aiW.’ 

'Officer^^ ^ 'u f have to expand in due course.’ 

up ’ ® dra\vn from the younger fellows coming 

'Yon tliere is nothing for me to do at present?’ 

- ‘Bu^^.^'thst In the ranks.’ 

- it - joming the Reserve - being accepted for 

'TtiPr. T ^ with immediately as a potential officer.’ 
t help you.’ 

kss sevemf^^'A.^ for you/ said Widmerpool, rather 

'veil Dhrprl^f j ^ matter of fact, I may be in a position 
‘Why?’ doing so before many moons have waned.’ 

‘ to the Staff College.’ , 

ttet'fourtaUsT™"’ mentioned 

so^p gather up his multitudinous papers, stowing 

‘I cr^If ^ transferring others to a brief-case. 

hesaift^u ^^ain after dinner,’ 

be dpa" ^ ™y before midnight. It’s all got to 

wora 4-1 somehow, if the war is to be won. I gave mv ' 

■ f^arebrot?^ ^igade-Major. He’s a very sharp feUow called ' 

^brother. City acquaintance of mine.’ 

^^ruiy Farebrother?’ 

Have you met him?’ 
rears ago.’ 

Widmerpool gave a semi-circular movement of his arm 
thA crushing responsibility his promise fn 

'^“"^Prehended. He locked the safe. Put 
& the key in the trouser-pocket after attachinfr if 

cbain hanging from Iris braces, he spoke again thfc er ^ 
an^entirely changed tone. tune m 

^‘Nicholas,’ ho said, 'I am going to ask you to-do some- 


‘Yes?’ 

■ 'Let me explain very briefly. As you know, my mother 
lives in a cottage not very far from Stourwater, We <^11-it a 
cottage, it is really a little house." She has made it very 
exquisite.’ 

‘I remember your telling me.’ 

‘Since she lives by herself, there has been pressure- 
rather severe pressure - applied to her by the authorities to 
have evacuees there, 

‘Oh, yes.’ . , i j i.. 

‘Now I do not v/ish my lady mother to be plagued by 

evacuees.’ , , ^ 

' That seemed a reasonable enough sentunent. iSoboay 

wanted evacuees, even if they accepted the fact that 
evacuees must be endured, my should they? I co^d not 
see however, in Mrs Widmerpool’s case, that I could help 
in preventing such a situation from arising. I tealized at 
Se Sme tiie that WidmeipooJ had mddenly effected « 
himself one of those drastic changes of pohcy m which, for 
^ple from acting an all-powerful tyrant, he would 
Sdy become a humble suppliant I' nntostood ve^ 

dearly *nt so^tbng SZlomeT=-n; 

fh^t^ey were later 

”^d " T"nof«^ way. I almos. 

asked of me . to conceal his lad. 

my ot^affairs, while waiting his Umc m 

demand something of my mother has 

The pmnt is thi^ ^^nie^ValpoIeAViion, sister of 
had an i„j^atist Sir Gavin - staying with her, 

that until now, has not arisen. 

so me "Xwork with the TVomen’s Voluntaiy' 

Miss WalpoleA xhc danger of evacuees is acute. 

Service takes flerelsennerc^^^ VAiioleAViLson's ordinary 

I mought how hto J perceptibly into tJie umfonn 

clotlies mu.st have meig i prepanng ah her* 

of her service. It was ay 
life for particular d 
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how can I help?’ 

Some relation of Lady Molly Jeavons — a relative of her 
wsband's, to be more precise - ^s•ants accommodation in 

countr}'. A place not too far from London. Miss Walpole 

ilson heard about tliis herself. She told us.’ 

^Why not ring up the Jeavonses?’ 

I have done so. In fact, I am meeting my mother at Lady 
^folly’s tonight.’ 

Widrrierpool Nvas still oppressed by some unsolved prob- 
-which he found difficulty about putting into words. He 
c eared his throat, swallowed several times. 

I wondered whether you would come along to the 
Jeavonses tonight,’ he said. ‘It might be easier.’ 

What might?’ 

Widmerpool went red below his temples, under the line 
tnade by his spectacles. He began to sweat in spite of the 
tow temperature of the room. 

Wou remember that rather unfortunate business when I 

^S^ged to Mildred Haycock?’ 

Yes.’ 


‘I haven’t really 
then.’ ^ 


seen anything of the Jeavonses since 


Wou came to the party Molly gave for Isobel just before 
We -vvere married.’ i 

I. know,’ said Widmerpool, ‘but there were quite a lot of 
people there then. It was an occasion. It’s rather different 
going there tonight to discuss something like my mother’s 
cottage. Lady Molly has never seen my mother.’ 

I am sure it will be all right. Molly loves making 
Arrangements.’ 

All the same, I feel certain embarrassments.’ 

Ho need to with the Jeavonses.’ 
thought that, since Molly Jeavons is an aunt of your 
wife’s, things might be easier if you were to accomnanu 
me. Will you do that?’ ' ^. 

‘All right.’ ■ ' 

‘You ^\'ill come?’ 

Wes, if you wish.’ 

I had not visited the Jeavonses for some little time - 
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since Isobcl had gone to stay with Frederica - so that I was 
quite glad to make this, as it were, an excuse for calling on 
tliem. Isobel %vouJd certainly enjoy news of the Jeavons 
household. 

‘Very well, then,’ said Widmerpool, now returning at once 
to his former peremptory tone, ‘we’ll move off forthwith. It 
is five minutes to the bus. Come along. Party, quick march.’ 

He gave some final instructions in the adjoining room to a 
gloomy corporal sitting before a typewriter, surrounded, 
like Widmerpool himself, udth huge stacks of documents. 
We went out into the street, where the afternoon light was 
beginning to fade. Widmerpool, his leather-bound stick 
caught tight beneath his armpit, marched along beside me, 
tramp-tramp-tramp, eventually falling into step, since I 
had not taken my pace from his. 

‘I don’t know what Jeavons’s relative will be like,’ he 
said. ‘I don’t feel absolutely confident she will be the sort 


my mother %viU like.’ 

I felt more apprehension for the person who had to share 
a cottage with Mrs Widmerpool. 

‘I saw Bob Duport just before war broke out.’ 

I said that partly to see what Widmerpool would answer, 
partly because I thought he had been unhelpful about the 
army, tiresome about the Jeayonses. I hoped the ^nfonM- 
tion would displease him. The surmise was correct He 
stiffened, strutting now so fiercely that he could almost be 
said to have broken into the goosestep. 

‘Did you? Where?’ . , t 

‘Hp was staying in a hotel vriiere an uncle of mine died. 1 
haifto see about the funeral and ran across Duport there. 


‘Oh.’ . 

•letfb^nerXSow, Duport. too,’ 

■What IS You may remember wo were 

■I gothmr ajob m l ura j 

™ SdlouJ wltero^bout a year or ruoro ago - Just 
Fter “Munich”/ 
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come back from Turkey when we met.’ 
ne had been working for me tliere.’ 
he said.’ 

said rather summarily with Duport in the end/ 

sitiiat* ^ ^Tooh ‘He showed no grasp of the international 

tTj ^ insolent, too. So he mentioned my name?’ 
•I'le did.’ 

favourably, I expect’ 

poilS’* happen to Duport,’ said Widmer- 

his IV 1 -? be in a difficult position financially, owing to 
Pound'^ conduct. However, anybody can earn three 
Tpaxrr. ^ j '''aek these days as an air-raid warden. Even 
J does. So Duport will not starve.’ 

"dth^that rather sorry that Duport was not threatened 

thi^^’ ^i^ Magnus Dormers might find him some- 

^ot if I know it.’ 

thi^ Donners will be asked to join the Govem- 
< ’ there is a Cabinet reshuffle?’ 

Wid ^ papers speak of him as likely for office,’ said 
without condescension. Tn some ways 
In would make an excellent minister in time of war. 

traitc ^ am not so sure. He has certain undesirable 
lor a public man in modem days. As you probably 
I p.?""’ P^opie speak of - well, mistresses. I am no prude 

man^ ^ ~ a public 

morals T ^ allegedly bad 

eupcc ra Magnus to something you would never 

g^ess If you met him casually. I mean a kind of hidln 

loored^- a lamentable scene that was when I 

ed m on Stourwater when you were there SimT^ 

some journalist had got hold of it.’ ’ 

Widmerpool \vas about to enlarge on the Masons r^f 
Seven Deadly Sins as played in the Stourwater diffinl ^ 
when his attention - and my o%vn - was caugffi hv 
crowd of people loitering in the h^-light at the coin '“f ^ 
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side St fret. Some sort of a meeting was in progress. From 
tfsc traditional soapbox, a haggard middle-aged man In 
sjx.’Cfades and a cloth cap svas addressing fifteen or twenty 
persons, wcluding several children. The group was 
aprititcfic enough, except for the children, who svere play¬ 
ing a game fliat Involved swinging their gas-mask cases at 
each other by the string, then running quickly away. Two 
women in trousers were hawking a newspaper or pamphlet. 
Widmeipool and I paused. The orator, his face gnarled and 
blotched by a life-time of haranguing cro%vds out of doors in 
all weathers, seemed to be coming to the end of his dis- • 
course. He used that peculiarly unctuous, coaxing, almost ,. 
beseeching manner of address adopted by some political 
speakers, reminding me a little of my brother-in-law, 
Roddy Gutts, wiiose voice would sometimes take on that 
same pleading note when he wade a public appeal for a 
cause in which he was interested. 

.. why didn’t the so-called British Government of the 
day clinch the Anglo-Soviet alliance when they had- the - 
chance . .. get something done . . . Comrade Stalinas invita¬ 
tion to a round-table conference'at Bucharest... consistent 


moral poh'cy . . * effective forces of socialism , . . necessary, 
new alignments . . . USSR prestige first and foremost. 

The speech came to an end, the listeners demonstrating 
neither approval nor the reverse. The haggard man- 
stepped down from the soapbox, wped his spectacles, 
loosened the peak of his cap from his forehead, lit a 
cigarette The children’s gas-mask game reached a pitch ot. 
frenzied intensity, so that in their scamperings one of the 
women selling newspapers almost had the packet knocked 
from her hand. Widmerpool turned to me. He was about to 
comment, when our attention was engaged by a n^v 
enp^ker This %vas the second newspaper-selhng wom^, 

F , ■ . , handed over her papers to the man with 

n hersplf jumped on to the soapbox. In a harsh 
the cloth “ft ^“J^Semendous tirade, quite different 


gjectacled naan. 
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•vva* * * bloody hypocrisy ... anybody wants this 

^ crackpots ... see a chance of seizing 
fi-n^ PO'^'Cr and grinding the last miserable halfpence 
Fa ™ ^ ^^ozcn fingers of stricken mankind ... lot of 

intr \vv anti-semitiCj war-mongering, exploit- 

s tiite Guards and traitors to the masses...’ 

davc ®ypsy Jones. I had not set eyes on her since the 
used to meet in Mr Deacon’s antique shop, 
ch ^ f ^ front tooth, otherwise did not look greatly 
j what she had been in tlie Mr Deacon period: 
L arder, angrier, further than ever from her last bath, 
same. Her hair was still cut short like a 
cr fists clenched, her legs set wide apart. Over her 
^ users she wore a man’s overcoat, far from new, the 
ggressive inelegance of the ensemble expressing to per- 
th^ j revolutionary, destructive state of mind. In 

Pcf *^r p worked for Howard Graggs at the Vox 

P 1 Press, was said to be liis mistress. Graggs had moved 
ong way since the Vox Populi Press. Lately, he had been 
Ppointed to a high post in the Alinistry of Information, 
^recalled the night when Gypsy Jones had been dressed 
ve m order to accompany Graggs, as Adam, to the 
erry Thought fancy-dress party: the encounter we had 
a at the back of Mr Deacon’s shop. There had been a 
cr am grubby charm about her. I felt no regrets. Love had 
P ayed no part. There was nothing painful to recall. Then 
lamerpool had fallen for her, had pursued her, had paid 
Or her ‘operation’. Such things seemed hke another 
uicamation. 

mt'n* ’ appealing to a lot of half-baked Bloomsbury 
ellectuals and Hampstead ideologues , . . bourgeois 
cabs and parlour-socialist nancy boys . . . sciun of weak- 
^eed Trotskyite flunkeys . . . betraying the workers anH 
^yone else it suits their filthy bloody blackleg bonlr 
betray . . . Tm talking about poKtics - socialism - reaHn 
adaptability ...» ^^^bty - 

I felt my arm caught tightly. It was Widmernool T + 
towards him. He had goL quite pale. CSlipiTere 
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trembling’ a little. ’The sight of Gypsy Jones^ rousing vague 
memones in myself, had caused him to react far more 
vio ent y., To Widmerpool, she was not the mere handmaid 
memory^, she was a spectre of horror, the ghastly re¬ 
minder of failure, misery, degradation. He dragged at my 
arm. 

Tor God’s saJie, come away/ he said. 

We continued our course down the street, over v/hich 
dusk 'was failing, Widmerpool walking at a much sharper 
pace, but without any of his former bravura, the stick novr 
gripped in his hand as if to vrard off actual physical attach ' 
‘You reaUze v/ho it was?’ he said, as we hurried along. 

‘Of course.’ 

'How soon did you see her?’ 

'Only after she had begun to speak.’ 

Tie, too. WTiat an escape. It was a near thing’,’ 

‘IV'hat -was?’ 

'She might have noticed me,’ 

Would that have mattered?’ 

Widmerpool stopped dead. * 

'What do you mean ?’ he asked abruptly. 

. ‘Supposing she had seen us, even said something to us?’ 

‘I didn’t say us, I said me.’ 

‘You then?’ 

‘Of course it would have mattered. It w^ould have been 
disastrous.’ 

‘Why?’ 

‘How can you ask such a question? There are all kinds of . 
reasons why it should matter. You know something of my 
past with that woman. Can t you understand how painful 
the sight of her is to me? Besides, you heard what she %vas 
shouting. She is a ComraunisL Did you not understand what 
the words meant? Your denseness is unbelievable. She is 
attacking' the prosecution of the w'ar. Haven’t you grasped 
that Russia is nmv Hitler’s ally? Suppose that woman had 
suddenly addressed herself to me. That would have been a 
fine thing. You don’t realize what it means to lae in an offi¬ 
cial position- Let me explain. I am not only an army officer, 



I am a man with hexu’y responsibilities. I have been left in 
charge of a headquartei's. I have access to all kind of 
secret documents. You would not guess the nature of some 
of tliem. What if she had been seen speaking to me? Have 
you ever heard of M.I.5? What if its agents had seen us 
conversing? There may well have been one of them among 
the crowd. Such meetings are quite rightly kept under 
super-vision by the contre-espionage department.’ 

I could think of no answer. Although Widmerpool’s view' 
of himself as a man handling w'cighty state secrets was 
beyond belief in its absurdity, I felt at the same time tlrat I 
had myself shorvn lack of feeling in treating so lightly his 
former love for Gypsy Jones. Love is at once always absurd 
and never absurd; the more grotesque its form, the more 
love itself confers a certain dignity on the circumstances of 
those it torments. No doubt Widmerpool had been through 
a searing experience with Gypsy Jones, an experience even 
now by no means forgotten. That could be the only explana- 
bon of such an outburst. I had rarely seen him so full of 
mdignation. He h'adpaused for breath. Now, his reproaches 
began again. 

You come and ask me for advice about getting into the 
army, Nicholas,’ he said, ‘and because I spare the time to 
talk of such things - make time, when my duty lies by 
fights elsewhere - you think I have nothing more serious to 
occupy me than your owm trivial problems. That is not the 
case. The General Staff of the Wehrmacht would be only too 
happy to possess even a tithe of the information I locked 
away before we quitted the Orderly Room.’ 

‘I don’t doubt it. I realize you are busy. It was kind of 
you to see me.’ 

Widmerpool was a little placated. Perhaps he also feared 
that, if he went too far in his reproofs, I might excuse my¬ 
self from accompanying him to the Jeavonses’. He tapped 
me wth his stick. 

‘Don’t w'orry further about your remarks,’ he said. ‘The 
sight of that woman upset me, especially behaving as she 
was. Did you hear her language? Besides, I have been 
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oven\'orking as usual. You feel the strain at unexpected 
moments.' 

He made no further comment. We found a bus, which 
transported us in due course to the neighbourhood of the 
Jeavons house in South Kensington. The bell was not 
answered for a long time. We waited outside the faintly 
Dutch edifice with its over-ornamented dark-red brick 
facade. 

T expect Mother has preceded us,’ said Widraerpool. 

He was better now, though still not wholly recovered 
from the sight of Gypsy Jones. The door was opened at last 
* by Jeavons himself. His appearance took me by suiprise. , 
Instead of the usual ancient grey suit, he was wearing a 
blue one-piece overall and a beret. Some people - as 
General Conyers had remarked - considered Jeavons a 
bore. Such critics had a case, undeniably, when he was 
sunk in one of his impenetrable silences, or, worse still, 
was trying, in a momentary burst of energy, to make some 
money by selling one of those commodities .geneiically 
described by Chips Lovell as ‘an automatic boot-jack or 
infallible cure for the common cold’. To find Jeavons in the 
latter state was rare, the former, fairly frequent. Even 
anart from his %var wound, Jeavons was not at all fitted tor 
cLimercial employments. He had hardly done a stroke of 

1. .‘nr-P marTvane Molly. His wife did not mind that. 
Indeed she may'have preferred Jeavons to be dependent 
L he?’Whatever some of her relations may have thought 

Smomwhen he had taken me to Dicky Dmfravtiles 

night-club. ‘Ho%v’s vour war going? It’s touch 

‘Come m he said Stanley’s here, and a 

and go to see about lodging Stanley’s missus 

lady-who h^ com ^ Sander.con s who 

in the home for his cal, and she s gone and 

was trying to I j^jean. not fhe cat 

-““”d';Sha? cle about moving you. - it it *.cr- 



in-!a\v? - is inv inolhcr,’ ^aicl \Viclincii>ool. ‘I spoke to you 
On the telephone ai>o\!t it. I run Kctincth \Viclinct])ool, \ou 
know. ^Ve liavc met in tlie past.’ 

'So you did,' said Jeavon.s, ‘and so we have. It \vcnt out oi 
wy head like most other things. I thought Kick had just 
come to call and htought a fiicnd. You can talk to Mol) 
about it ail when she comes downstairs, but I think your 
^inm Ixas pretty well fixed evcrs'thing up a.s it is. 

Jeavon’s voice, hoarse and faint, .sounded a.s usual as u 
be had a cold in his head or had been up too late the mg it 
before. He seemed restive, disorientated, but in good form. 
‘Who is Stanley?’ I asked. 

‘Who’s Stanley?’ said Jeavons. ‘bfy brother, of course. 
Who did you think he was?’ 

‘Never knew you had a brother, Ted.’ 

‘Course I’ve got a brother.’ 

‘What does he do?’ 

‘Accountant.’ 

‘In London?’ 

‘Nottingham. Given it up now, of course. Back to the 
army. Staff-Captain at the War House. Fancy your never 
having heard of Stanley. No reason why you should, I .sup¬ 
pose. Still, it strikes me as funny. Rather a great man, 
Stanley, in his way. Gets things done.’ 

Among so much that was depressing, the news that 
Jeavons had a brother was for some reason cheering. It 
was certainly information to fascinate Isobel, when I next 
' saw her, even to stagger Chips Lovell, who, regarding him¬ 
self as an authority on his wife’s relations, had certainly 
never heard of this outgrowth. Jeavons was known only to 
possess two or three vague connexions, sometimes to be 
found staying in the house, though never precisely .placed 
in their kinship, in any case always hopelessly submerged 
in number by his wife’s cousins, nephews and nieces. He 
had had, it was true, an old aunt, or great-aunt, to whom 
Molly was said to have been ‘very good’, who had lingered 
on in the house for months suffering from some illness, 
finally dying in one of the upstairs rooms. A Jeavons 
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brother was quite another matter, a phenomenon war¬ 
time circumstances. Jeavons, his dark, insistendy curly 
hair now faintly speckled with grey, had himself taken on a 
subtly different personality since the onset of war. Alter 
all war was the element which had, in a sense, made is 
career Obviously he reacted strongly to its impacts. Until 
now his appearance had always suggested a temporaiy 
officer of the ’i4-’i8 conflict, who had miraculously survived 
without in the least ageing, into a much later epoch The 
blue overall changed aU that. Jeavons had also ^Ho^ved ffis 
Oiarlie Chaplin moustache to grow outwards to^grds the 
corner of his moutli. With his own curious adaptabihty ar^d 
sense of sur%dval, he had effortlessly drscarded what was m 
any case no more than a kind of disgurse, now facirig 
I'n the more contemporary role, equally artificral, 

Te man who had come to clean the windo^vs or mend the 

boiler. We moved “P *e^m. ,,arden-post the other 

m;^ ■ JdhlwXd Tolland, the one Molly always 
teases.’ 

‘How was he? j’fflmlt it is for people with 

‘We had a talk about h-'“inW Jeavons 
daughters to bring em out prope > 

said. Althouffh he remained always 

He spoke without ears of maniage to 

utterly himself, Jeavons, after ef looking at 

Molly, had taken on much of hi ^vay the world rnto 

things. It would be rnore true to say ^^elly herself 

which she had been bom how daughters 

would probably have given Jrttleffioug 

were to be 'brought out m wartime. recogniz^^ 

daughters of her own. ^ the same, sh®' ^ problem, 
that to some people, the matter constitute a 
Jeavons, who had never xnadeffie ^malkst jf^^^^^^,^ 
that world’s manner of talking, its way o . 

(reneral behaviour, had at the same tinie,_qu t his 

Kpd certain of its traditional opinion-,. , 
:Srhe?d *em or not. Alfred Tolland, for ' 

218 



feetr 'Z sympathetic 

young ladies should r °*i ^ - views on liow 

certainly themselves or be conducted, 

in Molly herself^h^^ i'^und 

no children daughters, 

from holding stronervif/ prevented him 

‘Take 7' views on the subject. 

f^o^'ell had^ onc^ heard home-farm,’ Chips 

admittedly a fairlv fn Amesbury, 

came to discussinJ ™^^dable figure to counsel when it 
'EddiV n.^-j- . ® economics of estate manao-/^vv,.^v,4. 



To Jiave prefaced thl^^ ceased to regret it.’ 

that,he himself camr. f ^ ^^'^°™rnendation with the avowal 
*^ot own home-farms did 

"'carisome, egotis^al V t to Jeavons otiose, 

proclaiming that fact' he'" ^ about him, he knew, 
'°nal emphasis as il \h regarded such per- 

'yithout interest M. '^cU as bdng 

^«ides to see hovfaToT^ given him oppor? 

worked. He had dp. l ^ of hitherto unfamiliar forms of hfe 

give evidencl HolTftrrTir prepared 

uotion thaf he.mLht category. The 

fellow-owner of a ho ^ Pass himself off as a 

Jeavons laughable WheS^/^^ 7?“^^ seemed to 

fhe scale was never t " °r not Jeavons’s advice tipped 

Lord aJsW S ^rii LovelLreportedTat 

by *1 obt”*; i’' ”?>' been con 

®nclx matters that Tea. ^ ^ reasonjng. Perhaps it was of. 
l^^nd for hours m th thinking when he* woiilrl 

:SF^ S,'Hsi-"f'SS. 

nn such occa<;;o,ao leddy, dear,’ his wife wo»m 

i-Me agata?’™’- feeling all righrS 27““! 

the b74-- '-Id nrove llhe a sleep-walher towards'^' 
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‘What’s It going to be?’ he would mutter, almost beneath 
ms breath. ‘Rotten tunes they always play nowadays.’ 

However, although Widmerpool had shown signs of 
restiveness at our too long delay in the hall, Jeavons was 
from one of those comatose, stagnant moods that eve- 
tiing. There could be no doubt that the war had livened 
him up. He felt at home within its icy grasp. The house was 
more untidy than ever, the hall, as usual, full of luggage. I 
noticed that the marquetry cabinet bequeathed by Lady 
Warminster had reached no farther than the foot of the 
stairs. Some of the heavier pictures had been taken from 
their hooks and rested against the wall. Packing cases and 
trunks were everywhere. 

‘People keep on arriving for a night or two,’ said 
Jeavons. ‘Place might be a doss-house. Of course, Stanley 
is only here until he can fix himself up. Then Molly must 
bring this other fellow to stay. Seems a nice bloke. She had 
to go and see the vet. No avoiding that. Can’t fight a war 
with quite the number of dogs and cats we normally have 
in the house. Got to find homes for them.’ 

‘What happened to Maisky, your pet monkey?’ 

‘Rather a sad story,’ said Jeavons, but did not enlarge. 

The conditions he described were less abnormal here 
than they ■would have been in most households. Indeed, war 
seemed to have accelerated, exaggerated, rather than 
changed, the Jeavons -way of life. The place was always in 
a mess. Mess there was endemic. People were always 
coming for a night or Uvo, sometimes for much longer 
periods. There were always suitcases in the hall, alwaj's 
debris, untidiness, confusion everywhere. That was the way 
' Molly liked to live, possibly her method of recovering from 
the tedium of married life with John Sleaford. Jeavons, 
whether he liked it or not, w^as dragged along in her train. 

No doubt he liked it, too, other%rise he would have left her, 
for no one could have stood such an existence unless 
reasonably sympathetic to him at heart. Tlie sight of 
Jeavons’ brother sitting on the sofa beside Mrs Widmerpool 
brought home to one the innate eccentricity of Jeavons. 
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This man in uniform, with a captain’s pips an ire 
War’ ribbons, was recognizable as a brother moie 
build than any great similarity of feature. He was 
anonymous than Jeavons; older, solider, greyer, quie , 
general more staid. When you saw Stanley J,, 

recognized the adventurer in Ted. I thought of 
emendation, the distinction he drew between a ven ^ 
and those not wholly imadventurous, to boti o 'Y 
categories adventures happened - to the latter, per p , 
more than the former. Jeavons, although tending ? P 
passive role, could not be said to have led an entire yu 
adventurous life; perhaps one could go further, sty 
qualification tliat Jeavons was an adventurer, t sre wa 
no time to think longer of such things at that inomen , e 
cause jeavons was making some kind of intro uc ion. 

‘Stanley’s a brass-hat now,’ he said. ‘God, hmv we use 
to hate the staff in our war, Stan, didn t we. ancy your 
ending up one of that mob.’ , 

As ^v■e came into the room, Mrs Widmerpoo la a 
bared her teeth in a smile to indicate that we a me e 
fore. I was about to speak to her, when she jumpe to ler 
feet and seized Widmerpool by the shouldety, una ^ P 
allow Jeavons the undivided honour of presenting im o is 
brother. . , ,, ... 

‘My soldier-son,’ she said, nodding delig te y e a 

Japanese doll.' ' ., i 

‘Oh, don’t be absurd. Mother,’ said Widmerpool. 

He grinned back happily at her through his spectac es, 
his composure, lately so shattered by Gypsy Jones, now 
. completely restored. Mrs Widmerpool returned to the sofa, 
continuing to nurse on her knee a cardboard box, which at 
first I thought might be some sort of present she had 
brought Widmerpool, but recognized a second later as her 
gas-mask, carried with her into the drawing-room. She 
looked, as her son had described her a year earlier^ 
‘younger than ever’. She was squarely built, her heavy, 
nearly classical nose set between cheeks shining and pink 
like an apple. She wore a thick tweed suit and a tweed hat 
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with a peak Stanley Jeavons, who seemed rather glad to 
be absolved from talking to her fuither for the time bein?, 
turned ins attention to Widmerpool. 

‘What’s your outfit?’he asked. 

began to speak of army matters. I was left with Mrs 
JTidmexpool. 

‘You are one of Kennetil’s literary' friends, I remember/ 
she said, ‘arc vou not?’ - ^ 

‘Well, )-es.’' 

‘Kenneth used to be such a reader too/ she said. ‘Now, 
alas, he has no time for books. Indeed, few of us have. But ' 
I suppose you continue in the same manner?’ 

‘More or less.’ 

, Before I could enlarge on ray own activities, Molly ' 
Jeavons came into the room, making all the disturbance 
that naturally noisy people always bring in their train. 
Dark, large, still good-looking at fifty, there was something 
of the barmaid about her, something of the Charles II ■ 
beauty, although Molly, they said, had never been exactly 
a ‘beauty’ when younger, more from lack of temperament 
to play the part, than want of physical equipment. These 
two sides she represented, merging in middle age, suited 
her tombo^dsh, all-envelqping manner. This manner seemed 
designed by her to dispense Mth aristocratic frills unsuit¬ 
able to the style in which the Jeavonses lived, but — caught 
by Time, as all idiosyncrasies' of tdlk and behaviour can 
be - the final result was somewhat to emphasize the back¬ 
ground she was at pains to understate. She was wearing 
various rather ill-assorted woollen gamients. After greeting 
Widmerpool and saying something about his mother’s 
-cottage, she turned to me. 

‘We’ve been having the most awful time, Nick,’ she said, 
‘trying to fix up the rows of animals that always infest the 
• house. Sanderson, the vet, a great friend of mine, has been 
an angel. I talked to the sweetest man there who was trying 
to find a home for his cat. His Mfe had just left him_ and 
he’d just been turned out of the furnished flat he was firing 
in because the owner wanted it back. He had nowhere to 
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^ nke tether. He seemed 

future. Thp In ” ^ ^^til we’d arranged the cat’s 
? ^ght or twoXre'^HeV '' he’s going to stay for 

He seems tn I ^ hotels because he has very little money, 
a% know film ^ ^ou prob- 

r^uow him yourself, Nick.’ ^ 

What IS he called?’ 

things^to dnV she said. ‘I’ve had such a lot 

uartie has rnm i°<- ^ feeling quite dizzy and tlie 

a moment "^^wn 

hear hn fif unpacking his things - and now I 
getting on ’ ^ arrangements about the cottage are 

Jeavons’sTrothp^^ taking place betvveen 

Jeavons whn h J i. and Widmerpool’s mother, 

tiations ^camp iistening abstractedly to these nego- 

^^aven’t ° Tollands, Nick?’ he asked. 

^^°hel,is„oinp-"'he, 

‘Ex-of^ gune back to his regiment,’ 

Voiding bSSlbm’ Jeavons. ‘He’ll be for a 

‘Ves.’ 

‘^asatiffactoi^'fiie''-^^"^? ^ ^airN 

selling antionp recent achievements in 

O' -■^- 

''“■/a r™!’’ H“So had said. ‘Why no, 

% looSTjr «“So .S'unCSeT"'"" 

‘Mun 1 ?■ ‘ 1'”"Se in uniform!' 

Jeavons; be like that song Billy Bennett used to .sino- ’ said 
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Tm a trooper, Fm a trooper. 

They call me Gladys Cooper. 

Ages since Fve been to a music-hall. Aren’t what they used 
to be an^T-vay. Still, it does Hugo credit.’ 

‘Robert has some idea of joining the navy.’ 

‘Plenty of %vater in the trenches, wthout going out of your 
way to look for it,’ said Jeavons shuddering. ‘Besides, I feel 
bilious most of the time, even when I’m not rolling about 
in a boat.’ 

‘Chips Lovell, like me, is thinking things over. Roddy 
Cutts, being an MP, arranged something — a Yeomanry 
regiment, I think.’ 

While we were talking someone came into the room. I 
had not taken very seriously Molly Jeavons’s surmise that 
I should probably know the man she had picked up at the 
vet's. She always imagined Isobel and I must know every¬ 
one roughly the same age as ourselves. Perhaps she liked 
to feel that, if necessary, she could draw on our reserves 
for her oivn purposes, I thought it most improbable that I 
should have met this casual acquaintance, certainly never 
guessed he would turn out to be Moreland. However, More¬ 
land it was. He looked far from well, dazed and unhappy. 

‘Good God,’ he said, catching sight of me. 

Molly Jeavons detached herself from the talk about Mrs 
■^Vidmeipool’s lodger. 

‘So you do know him, Nick,’ 

‘Of course we know each other.’ 

‘I felt sure you %vould.’ 

‘Why are you here?’ said Moreland. ‘Did you arrange this?’ 

‘Will you be all right in that room?’ Molly asked. ‘For 
goodness sake don’t touch the blackout, or the whole thing 
will come down. It’s just fixed temporaiily to last the night 
Teddy will do something about it in the morning.’ 

‘I really can’t thank you enough,’ said Moreland. 
‘Farinelli ... one tiling and anotlier ... then letting me 

come here..., 

He had probably been drinking earlier m the day, ^vas 
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sW. ovenviought, though tTiS: 

tears. Molly Jeavons brushed his t a either you or 

‘One thing I can’t do,’ she said, is to give 

Nick dinner here tonight. Nor any of (,ugh food 

either, except Stanley. We sirnply haven t got en 

in the house to offer you anything. „„ywhere in the 

;We’Il dine together,’ I said. Is there anyw 

neighbourhood?’ ^ nn the right. It’s 

‘A place halfway up Glouc^ter o bad as it 

caUed the Scarlet Pimpernel. The food 
sounds. They’ll send out for dnnks- . | Hugh?’ 

‘Do you L\ equal to the Scarlet Pimpernel, 

Moreland, almost past speech, Xpavons. ‘We can 

‘Give him your key, Teddy,’ smd Molly Jeavon 

find him another in the morning. . and 

Jeavons tumbled in one of the pockets ol ms 

handed a key to Moreland. he 

■I’ll probably be pottering about wte y^^^^ 

said, ‘can’t go to sleep if I Z qJ beer for you. 

him, Nick. We might be of Widmerpool and 

. 1 went across the room to taKe Widmerpool 

his mother. When I came up to ’ fiercely, like 

turned her battery of teeth upon > shining, ruddy 

the Wolf in Little Red Kdmg *d“o hold my 

countenance advancing closer as she continue 

hand in hers. . , mu ^our literary 

‘I ^xpect you "^uTconversation at precisely 

pursuits,’ she said, taking up our 
the point at which it had been abandonea. 

‘Some iournalbm—’ 

‘This is not a happy time for book- 
‘No, indeed.’ 

‘Still, you are fortunate.’ 

bookish days, not, like Kenneth, in anus.’ 

‘He seems a Happy Waixior.’ . ,-r r 

‘li is not in his nature to remain m cnl life at Ume of 

wai",’ she said. 
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‘I v.-ili say good night, then,’ 

‘Good luck to you/ she said, ‘wherever you may find 
yourself in these troublous times.’ 

She gave me another smile of great malignance, return¬ 
ing immediately to her discussions about rent. Widmerpool 
half raised his hand in a gesture of farewell. Moreland and 
I left the house together. 

‘What the hell were you doing in that place?’ he asked, 
as we walked up the street. 

‘Molly Jeavons is an aunt of Isobel’s. It is a perfectly 
normal place for me to be. Far stranger that you yourself 
should turn up there.' 

‘You're right about that/ Moreland said. *T can’t quite 
make out how I did. Things have been moving rather 
quickly %vith me the last few months. WQio was that terrify- 
' ing w'oman you said good-bye to ?’ 

‘Afother.of the man in spectacles called Widmerpool. 
You met him with me at a nursing home years ago.’ 

‘No recollection/ said Moreland, ‘though he seemed 
famihar. His mother began on Scriabin as soon as I arrived 
in the house. Told me the Poeme de VExtase was her 
favourite musical v/ork. I say, I m feeling like hell. Far 


from Vextase? 

‘Whafs been happem'ng.? I didn’t even know you’d left 
the country.' 

‘The country', as it were, left me.’ said Moreland. At least 
Matilda did, which came to much the same thing.’ 

‘How did it all come about?’ 

T hardly know myself.’ ^ 

‘Has she gone off with somebody? 

'■ ‘Gone back to Donners.’ " ^ t t j 

The information v/as so grotesque that at Erst I could 
hardly take it seriously. Then I saw as a possibility that a 
TOW ^ght have taken place and Matilda done this from 
pique At certain seasons, Matilda, admittedly, had a fairly 
rod<^h time living Mth Moreland. She might require a short 
soeU of rich life to put her right, although (as Mrs idmer- 
cLm have said) .vardme was hardly the moment to 
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ever kno^vTi what had happened about himself and Priscilla, 
only that some close relationship had existed between 
them, which had caused a great deal of disturbance in his 
married life. Some explanarion was required. The situation 
could not be pieced together merely from a series of 
generalisations about matrimony. 

‘Anytliing you like,’ said Moreland. ‘The point is thaj^ 
during that rather tricky period, Matty could not have 
behaved better. She was absolutely marvellous — really 
marvellous. It was the one thing that made the whole 
awfulness of life possible when,. 

He did not finish the sentence, but meant, I supposed, 
w'hen the affair with Priscilla was at an end. 


‘WTiy on earth, if Matty was going to leave me, didn’t she 
leave me then? I’ll tell you. She enjoyed the emotional 
strain of it all Women are like that, the lame girl in 
Dostoevsky who said she didn’t v/ant to be happy.’ 

‘Ho%y did it start?’ 

‘Matilda was in a sho^v that opened in the provinces - 
Bdf'hton or somewhere. She just wrote and said she was 
notreturning home, would I send her things along, such as 
they were. She had already taken most of her clothes with 
her^ so I presume she had already decided on leaving when 

she set out.’ 


‘How long ago?’ 

‘Two or three weeks.’ 

‘Is it generally known?’ _ _ ^ 

‘Not yet I think. Matilda Is often away acting, so it is 

luite usual’for her to be absent from home.’ ' 

‘And you had no warmng that all \vas not well? 

.j am the most modest man in the world when it is a 
nf trvin<^ to make a woman fall for rne,’ said 
I^nd ‘I never expect I shall bring it off. On the other 
foreland. ^ ^ I ^an never really baUeve she will 

Si These doings arc J J *e >va, vanity 

Tt where dorinncra come in? She can't have fallen 


for hini/ 


'She has been going over to Stounvater fairly often. She 
made no secret of that. Why should she? There didn t seem 
any reason to object. What could I do, anyway? You re¬ 
member we all dined there that rather grim evening when 
everyone dressed up as tire Seven Deadly Sins. I recall 
now, that rvas where I saw your friend Widmerpool before. 
Does he always haunt my worst moments? Anyway, 
Matilda’s visits to Stourwater were of that sort, nothing 
serious.’ 

Matilda living at Stourwater at this moment? 

‘No - staying in the flat of a girl she knows in London, 
pother actress. The point is this: if I allow Matilda to 

lyorce me, Donners will marry her.’ 

‘No.’ ‘ ^ 

Moreland laughed. . , 

Indeed, yes,’ he said. ‘I see I have surprised you.’ 

You certainly have.’ . 

It now turns out that Donners asked her to marry him 
before — when she was mixed up with him years ago. 
^Vhat are you going to do?’ 

‘What can I do?’ 

hut MU you let yourself be divorced?’ _ ' 

^ I’ve tried every way of getting her back,’ said Moreland. 
She is quite firm. I don’t want to be just spiteful about it. 
If she is consumed with a desire to become Lady Donners, 
Lady Donners let her be.’ 

But to want to be Lady Dormers is so imlike Matilda — 
^speciaUy as she turned down the offer in the past. 

‘You flunk it unlike her?’ 

Don’t you?’ 

‘Not entirely. She can be tough, you know. One of the 
'vorst things about life is not how nasty the nasty people 
are. You know that already. It is how nasty the nice people 
can be.’ 

• ‘Have you no idea what went wrong?’ 

- ‘None - except, as I say, the Priscilla business. I thought 
Aat was all forgotten. Perhaps it was, and life with me was 
just too humdrum. Now I’ll tell you something else that 
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may suqjrise you. Nothing ever took pJace between 

^ myself. We never went to bed ’ 

Why not?’ 

‘I don’t really know,’ said Moreland slowly, -perhans 

one of the pioblems, I’ve thought about the subject a lot. 
One might write a story about two lovers who have no- 
where to go. They are at their wits’ end. Then they pretend 
they are newly married and apply to a different estate- 
agent every week to inspect unfurnished houses and flats. 
As often as not they are given the key and manage to have 
an hour alone together. Inventive, don’t you think^ I was 
crazy about Priscilla. Then Maclintick committed suicide 
and everything was altered. I felt upset, couldn’t think 
about girls and all that. That was v/hen Priscilla herself 
decided things had better stop. I suppose the whole business 
shook the boat so far as my own marriage was concerned. 

It seemed to recover. I thought we were getting on all 
right. I,was wrong.’ 

I was reminded of Duport telling me about Jean, 
although no one could have been less like Jean than Ma¬ 
tilda, less like Moreland than Duport, 

_The fact is,’ said Moreland, ‘Matilda lost interest in me. 

With women, that situation is like a vacuum. It must be 
filled. They begin to look round for someone else. She 
decided on Dormers.’ 


‘She was still pretty interested in you at the party Mrs 
FOxe gave for your symphony,’ 

‘How do you know.^’ 

‘She talked to me about it.’ 

‘While I was getting off with Priscilla?’ 

. ‘More or less.’ 

Moreland made a grimace. 

'Surely she’ll come back in the end?' I said. 

‘You see, I’m not absolutely certain I want Matilda back,’ 
he said. ‘Sometimes I feel I can’t live without her, other 
times, that I can’t be^ the thought of having her in die 
house. In real life, things are much worse than as rcpre- 
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sented in books. In books, you love somebody and want 
them, win them or lose them. In real life, so often, you ove 
them and don’t want them, or want them and don t ove 
them.’ 

‘You make it all soimd,difficult.’ _ ^ • 4- Tf ’ 

‘I sometimes think all I myself require is a q^iet ine, 
said Moreland. Tor some unaccountable reason it is alw^s 
imagined that people like oneself want to be rackety. Ut 
coiurse I want some fun occasionally, but so does everyone 
else.’ 

‘What does Matilda want? A lot of money? ^ a r 
‘Not in the obvious way, diamonds and things. a i a 
has wanted for a long time to spread her wings. She 'nows 
at last that she will never be any good as an actress, bne 
wants power. Tlenty of power. When we were first married 
she arranged all my life for me. Arranged, rather too much. 
I’m not sure she liked it' when I made a small n^e ior 
myself — if one may be said to have made a small name 
for oneself.’ 

' ‘She will have to play second fiddle to Sir Magnus, more 
oven than to yourself.’ , , 

‘Not second fiddle as an artist - as an actress,_ in her 
case. Being an artist - to use old-fasluoned termmolo^, 
hut what other can one use? - partakes of certain feminine 
characteristics, is therefore peculiarly provoking for 
women to live with. In some way, the more masculine 
an artist is, the worse her predicament. If he^ is really 
homosexual, or hopelessly incapable of dealing with every- 
*fay life, it is almost easier.’ 

‘I can think of plenty of examples to the contrary. 
'Anyway, there will be compensations with Donners. 
Matilda ivill operate on a large scale. She will have her 
finger in all kind of pies.’ 

'Still, what pies.’ 

‘Not very intellectual ones, certainly,’ said Moreland, ‘but 
then the minds of most women are unamusing, unoriginal, 
determinedly banal. Matilda is not one of tlie c-xceptions. 
Is it surprising one is always cuckolded by middle-brows?’ 
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‘But you tall' as if these matters were all concerned with 

the mind.’ 

Moreland laughed. 

‘I once asked Barnby if he did not find most women extra¬ 
ordinarily unsensual/ he said. ‘Do you know what he 
answered?’ 

‘What?’ , 

‘He said, “I’ve never noticed. 

'°sld Moreland, ‘had you asked Lloyd George, 
“Don’/you think poHtics rather corrupt?”, he might have 
made the same reply. Minor factors disappear when you 
Z ^ ^bTby any subject. You know, one of the things 

aTmrtbSg deserted is that it leaves you in a semt- 
about ^ ; You’re incapable of fixing yourself up 

ci^trated . j Deserting people, on the other 

r d 7 s Wdvely sthnulating. I don’t mind betting that 
hand, is p 7 t " jj^^jj-ers at this moment. Do you 

remember when"we heard that crippled woman singing in 

Getrard Street years ago: 

Whom do you lead o^nRgtm^^— 


Before you agonize 


• oc tn But look who has just arrived. 
That’s what it come to. B ^ ^ 

Three ' ,,,ere Mark Members, J-G. Quiggm 

of the restaurant, i ney 

“fl'^eTb^SI^rlf.er getting all that off my chest,’ s.a.d 

Moreland. 

•Shall we go back. forgotten who I am. 

‘Do you think Lady M p uu 

said Moreland. Its terr > ,.memories waim-iK-arttd 

this, hut you know 

people have.’ ^ .f„,ci'uui had perfectly gnuspcd kfolly 
P I^ow from mat Mom ^ , 

£'-uU havf m be 



inviting him to the house when she saw him at breakfast 
the following morning. Like so many peisons who live dis¬ 
ordered lives, ^loreland had peculiar powers of failing on 
ids feet, an instinctive awareness of where to look for help. 
That was perhaps the legacy of early poverty. He and Molly 
J^avons — although she made no claims whatever to know 
shout the arts — would understand each other. If he over- 
stayed his welcome — with Moreland not inconceivable — she 
^ould throw him out, without the smallest ill-feeling on 
either side, 

‘We might have a word with the literary critics on the 
said Moreland. 

What happened to Anne Umfraville in the light of recent 

developments?^ 

T don't know/ said Moreland. 'I thought she was inter¬ 
ested in your friend Templer. I understand she was passing 
Out of Donners's life in any case. She must have made some 
tiew friends.' 

We paid the bill, pausing on the way out at the table by 
fhe door. 

Who told you of this restaurant?’ said Quiggin. ‘I 
^bought it was only known to Anne and myself — you have 
of course?’ 

His air was somewhat proprietorial. 

‘Anne has a flat not far from here,’ he said. ‘Mark and I 
have been vyorking late there,’ 

;What at?’ 

Proofs,’ said Quiggin. 

He did not explain what kind of proofs. Neither Moreland 
I inquired. 

‘How is Matty, Hugh?’ asked Members. 

‘On tour.’ 

‘I do adore Matilda,’ said Anne Umfraville. ‘Havfe you 
been to Stourwater lately? I have rather quarrelled with 
Magnus. He can be so tiresome. So pompous, you know.’ 

I don’t live near there any longer,’ said Moreland, ‘so we 
haven’t met for a month or two. Sir Magnus himself is no 
longer occupying the castle, of course. It has been taken 
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over by rhe government, but I can’t remember for what 
purpose. Just as a castle, I suppose/ 

‘What a ludicrous way this war is being run,’ said Quig- 
gin. *1 was talking to Howard Graggs about its inanities 
last night. Have you got a decent shelter where you live?’ 
‘Fnrjust going back tliere,’ said Moreland, ’never to 

emerge.’ ^ 

’Give my love to Matty when you next see her, said 

Members. 

‘And mine/ said Anne Umfraville. 

We said good night. ^ r ua• t v r i ^ 

‘I think people know about Matilda, said Moreland. 

We passed through streets lit only by a cold autumnal 


moon. 

‘Have vou-the key?’ , 

Moreland found it at last. We went upstairs to the draw- 
m^r-room Jeavons was wandering about restlessly. He had 
abandoned his beret, now wore a maekintosh over pyjamas. 
His brother was in an armcharr, smoking his pipe md going 
thmugh a pile of papers beside him on the floor. He would 
check^each document, then place it on a stack the other 

goW^of them at last,’ said Jeavom. ‘Moll/s gone 
to bed Vey struck a pretty hard bargmn with Stanly 
Mil tile place seems to suit. Tha* what matters. Id 
rihir it was Lil than me. kWiat was dmner like. 

Bol'^Vas our blackout as you came up the street?’ 

‘Not a chink of light* 

Srf;o"Uht to bed, if you don’t mind,’ said 
Moreland. ‘I Imd refuse a drink before. He 

ing ^er. Now te tte ^ 

do to be fined as a warden.’ 

‘Good night, Nick.’ 
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‘Good night.’ , j .v. -.ArV^at 

They went upstairs. Stanley Jeavons ^ine from 

was apparently the last of his papers. He,too 
his mouth and began to knock it out agains 
sighed deeply. ,, 

‘I think ril have a glass of beer too,’ he said. 

He helped himself and sat down again. ^r.^. from - 

- Tt’s extraordinary,’ he said, ‘how you get a 
a chap’s handwriting if he’s done three years or 
conversion.’^ 

‘In business?’ ,, , • „ ’ 

, ‘In business, too. I meant in what I m o g 
‘What are you doing?’ 

‘Reservists.’ 

. out. Got a pile o£ theu , 

here. Stacks more at the office. Brought a 

work'on.’ 

. ‘Then what happens?’ ' ■ . 

‘Some of them get called up.’ , 

‘I’m on some form of the Reserve myse . , 

‘Which one?’ 

I told him. . , course - or one of 

- ‘Ydu’ll probably come my way m due cours 

my colleagues’.’ 

‘Gould it be speeded up?’ 

‘What?’ 

‘Finding my name.’ 

‘Would you like that?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Don’t see why not.’ 

‘You could?’ 

‘hl’m.’ 

‘Fairly soon?’ 

‘Flow old are you?’ 

1 told him that too. 

‘Health A.i?’ 

. ‘I drink so.’ 
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■‘School OTG?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Get a Certificate A there?’ 


‘Yes.’ 

‘What arm is your choice?’ 

‘Infantry.’ 

‘Any particular regiment?’ 

I made a suggestion. ^ ^ 

‘You don’t want one of the London regiments?’ 

‘Not specially. Why?’ 

‘Everyone seems to want a London regiment^ he said. 
‘Probably be able to fix you up with an out-of-the-way regi¬ 
ment like tlrat.’ 

‘It would be kind.’ ^ ^ . 

‘And you’d Hke to get cracking?’ 


‘Yes,’ 

‘I’ll see what we can do.’ 

‘That’s very good of you.’ ^ 

‘Might take a week or two.’ 

‘That’s aU right.’ , 

‘Just let me write your name m my httle book. 

Teavons returned to the room. , ,,, • j ttr m 

‘That friend of yours is absolutely cooked, he said. He d 
u hanov to sleep on the floor. His blackout is all 

co":"it Well. Stan I 
don’t know how much Lfl is going to enjoy hvmg m a cot-^ 

“'^Li'rw'ilfbe right,’ said Stanley Jeavom. ‘She can get 
on with all sorts. 

■ ‘hL head without smiling. He 

Stanley J brother’s life inexplicable, had no desire 

ewdent y . g^^travagances. Jeavons moved to- 

whatever to store ^it. ex^ bottles itood. Suddenly he 

wards the table ^ unexpectedly attracuve 

S ‘o° dffierent from the croaking tones in wWeh he 
ordinarily conversed: 
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‘There’s a long, long trail a-winding 
Into the land of... my dreams, 

Where the night... ingale is singing 
And the ^vhite moon beams. 

There’s a long, long night of waiting. 

Until my dreams all,.. come true.. 

He broke off as suddenly as he had begun. Stanley 
Jeavons began tapping out his pipe again, perhaps to put a 
stop to this refrain. 

‘Used to sing that while we* were blanco-ing,’ said 
Jeavons. ‘God, how fed up I got cleaning that bloody equip¬ 
ment.’ 

‘I shall have to go home, Ted.’ 

‘Uon’t hurry away.’ 

‘I must.’ 

‘Have some more beer.’ 

‘No.’ 

‘Gome and see us soon,’ said Jeavons, ‘before we all get 
blown up. I’m still not satisfied with the fold of that cur- 
tmn. Got the blackout on the biain. You haven’t a safety- 
pin about you, have you, Stan?’ 

Outside the moon had gone behind a bank of cloud. I 
went home through the gloom, exliilarated, at the same 
time rather afraid. Ahead lay the region beyond the white- 
currant bushes, where 'the wild country began, where 
armies for ever campaigned, where the Rules and Dis¬ 
cipline of War prevailed. Another stage of life was passed, 
just as finally, just as irrevocably, as on that day when 
childhood had come so abruptly to an end at Stonehurst. 
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